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Prologue 


The house had been featured on the cover of the June 
issue of Sunset Magazine. Situated on the uppermost ridge 
of the Santa Monica Mountains, it afforded a panoramic view 
of the Los Angeles skyline, the San Fernando Valley and, on 
a clear day, the Pacific Ocean. 


Sunset Magazine did not usually showcase the homes of 
the rich and famous. But this home was an exception. The 
article had made much of the house’s ergonomic design, its 
natural lines, the xeriscaped grounds. And the extensive 
collection of contemporary American photographers’ prints 
lining the walls inside. 


It was possibly the most politically correct display of 
wealth in Los Angeles County. 


“Yes, | know. Don’t worry.” Sitting amidst the rumpled 
covers of a California king-sized bed, below a life-sized 
photograph of Andy Warhol shot by a renowned 
photographer, James Griffen, the owner of the house, spoke 
into his BlackBerry. 


His hair was damp; his toned, tanned body glowed with 
post-shower moisture. He swirled the ice in his drink as he 
listened patiently to his caller. “It took me two hours to calm 
Becket down, but we’re back on track,” he said, lifting his 
head to gaze through the floor-to-ceiling bedroom windows 
at the patio and pool beyond, where the man in question sat 
waiting. 

Becket Russell had also been featured in a periodical at 
one time. One of those obscure, literary quarterlies that 
featured the work of young, promising authors. The 


periodical had long since gone out of business, the 
promising work out of print. 


Griffen smiled to himself and said into his phone, “Never 
mind how | did it. Well, that’s why you handle the money 
and | handle the personnel. Right?” 


The pool by which Becket sat was a so-called ‘Infinity’ 
pool. Built so that it hugged the cliff’s edge, the water 
appeared about to spill into the sky. It had been 
photographed in the daytime, when the distant beach and 
ocean could be seen, but it ought to have been presented at 
night when the dark water really did seem to fall into the 
abyss of the night, ripples a silvery reflection of stars and 
moonlight, as if the swimmers would bathe in eternity. 


Becket turned his head when he heard the sliding door 
open behind him. “James, this view is embarrassing. It’s as if 
you live on Olympus.” 


James Griffen smiled. “Can | freshen your drink, Becket?” 


“No thanks. I’ve got to manage the roads getting out of 
here somehow.” 


They were high enough that any sound below was muted 
and the life in the homes beneath his estate trivial and 
distant. The clink of the ice in Griffen’s glass was loud. 
“More effective than guard dogs, this location,” he said. 

Becket bowed his dark head. “I had wondered if the 
purpose wasn’t to keep your victims from escaping.” 

Griffen came up behind Becket and lay his hand on the 
back of his neck where the unbuttoned shirt hung loosely 
open. “Is that what this was about tonight, Becket? Were 
you feeling victimized?” The gesture may have been 
fatherly, but the brush of thumb on Becket’s neck was not. 

“No, of course not.” 


“| thought we’d settled this, Becket. There’s no reason to 
be concerned. I’ve sent Sylvie a consolation prize and she 


hasn’t any legal recourse to speak of.” 

“I’m not concerned about legalities, James. It’s the 
repercussions that worry me.” 

“Repercussions? What repercussions?” 

Becket gave him an expressive look. His cell phone, sitting 
on the table next to his glass, began to vibrate. James 
Griffen watched him pick it up and check the caller ID. 

“Problem?” 

“It’s my assistant.” Becket forwarded the call to voice 
mail. 

“Ah, the one who looks like a muscled Ron Howard? You 
have all the luck with assistants, Becket. | always get near- 
sighted women with hormone disorders.” 

“He’ s good at his job,” said Becket. “As it happens.” 

Griffen grinned. “I’m sure he is.” 

The sliding glass doors at the other end of the house 
opened and the silhouette of a slim young woman appeared 
there. 

“Jimmy?” 

Becket’s head turned just slightly. In the light from the 
house one couldn’t really see his expression. Just the white 
Skin, dark lashes. A shadow at the corner of his mouth. “I’m 
sorry. | didn’t know you had another guest.” 

“She was having a nap,” said Griffen easily. “You haven’t 
interrupted anything.” 

“l'm relieved,” said Becket, his tone just a little dry. 

The girl padded into the lights that encircled the pool 
area. She wore a thong and nothing else, and walked as if 
her enhanced bosoms were leading her. “Jimmy? Are you 
coming back in?” 

“In a minute.” Griffen quickly swallowed the rest of his 
drink, setting the highball glass on the table with the finality 


of a judge’s gavel on the block. 


“Just do your job and stop worrying, Becket. Let Tom do 
what he does. And let me do what | do.” Griffen looked 
toward the sliding glass doors through which the nubile 
young thing had retreated. 

The smile on Becket’s handsome face was like the perfect 
dry martini. Mostly amused, with just a hint of bitter. “Yes, 
sir, Mr. Griffen.” 


Chapter One 


Smog hung over the 101 Freeway like a heavy eyelid, the 
pale morning sun peering through. Its thin white light spread 
across the parking lot of Universal Studios, where a security 
guard in his hut opened the morning paper to the 
entertainment section, catching a few minutes of relaxation 
before the executives began arriving at his gate. 


Behind him, the reflective windows of Shipping and 
Receiving were papered with weathered old instructions on 
the proper dispersal of packages and film cans. Leaning 
against these windows, knee bent so one work-booted foot 
could rest on the glass, a red-headed man in his early 
twenties, in a blue plaid shirt with sleeves rolled up, 
muscled arms folded tight over his chest, tried to stay 
awake. A BlackBerry clipped to his belt, its companion 
Bluetooth blinking steadily on one ear, and the lanyard with 
glossy IDs slung around his neck in lieu of a tie, would have 
marked him to anyone who knew as a studio employee. 


Jeremy Reilly was second assistant to Becket Russell, the 
first AD on director, James Griffen’s latest movie. He was the 
envy of his film school friends. He was also cold in that 
bone-deep way that comes of no sleep and too much 
caffeine. Whatever glamour there is in Hollywood, none of it 
remains in the back lots of studios at six-thirty a.m. 


Jeremy’s head jerked as he caught himself dozing off 
again and he pressed a button on his BlackBerry. “Leslie?” 
he snapped at the voicemail that picked up. “Goddamn it, 
where the hell are you? I’ve been paging you for an hour.” 
He disconnected, and folded his arms tighter around the 


cold in his bones, fighting off sleep. Seconds later, the 
blinking Bluetooth at his ear bleeped. 


“Jeremy!” screamed Leslie, the editorial PA. “I’m so so 
sorry. Fuck. | mean, well yeah fuck, it’s my car, stupid piece 
of...” 


“I’ve been up all night,” Jeremy declared. 
“I know. Oh, I’m so sorry. | can’t get it to start.” 
“Call Triple A.” 


“Yes, what a fabulous idea,” said Leslie. “I’ll do that as 
soon as | can afford their service.” 


“Goddammit, Leslie.” Jeremy had recommended Leslie for 
this job, so his reputation was invested, to an extent, in how 
well Leslie performed. 


“| was ferrying people back and forth all night to the party 
and | think my alternator pooped out again,” said Leslie. “l 
swear to God, Jeremy, aS soon as | can afford five hundred 
bucks to have it replaced, | will...” 


Jeremy grimaced. The pay at their level of production was 
not scaled to the cost of living in Los Angeles. And cars 
weren’t luxuries; they were necessities. Mass transit was a 
joke. Cabs were too expensive. He rubbed his sideburns, 
thinking. “l'Il come get you. Call Adam and have him deliver 
the dailies. Don’t tell him about your car.” 


“W-w...okay,” Said Leslie. 


“I'll be there in thirty minutes.” Jeremy pressed the button 
that disconnected his phone, trying to remember where 
he’d last parked his car. 
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The graffiti on the outside of Leslie’s apartment building 
appeared to have received a new layer of enthused artistic 
embellishment since Jeremy had last been there. 


Jeremy double-parked, called Leslie on his Bluetooth and 
waited, staring down a man in an Oakland Raiders jacket, 


head encased in a hat that resembled a black nylon 
stocking. The man stared back until Leslie had climbed into 
Jeremy’s car. 

“Oh my God, the elevator in my building smells like a 
urinal.” Leslie rifled through Jeremy’s glove box, pulling 
napkins, empty CD cases, and a dozen gas receipts out onto 
the floor. “Don’t you have any wipes?” 

“Check the back,” said Jeremy. His Bluetooth blipped and 
he glanced at the caller ID on the phone at his elbow. 
“Morning, boss,” he said. 

“His master’s voice,” said Leslie, low. 

“Christ, Jeremy, you sound terrible,” Becket said, more 
aggravated than concerned. “I just got in.” 

“DVD burns on your chair,” said Jeremy. 


“I saw them. Guess who isn’t on the set again...” Becket’s 
voice was tight with vexation. 


“| don’t know,” said Jeremy. 
“DePaul, of course. Mr. ‘oh, I’m sorry, | forgot to charge my 
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phone’,” said Becket. “He’s not in his trailer. His PA says he 
hasn’t seen him since last night.” 


“DePaul always makes call,” said Jeremy. Being the voice 
of reason during one of Becket’s meltdown’s was part of his 
job. 

“And l'Il need another copy of that trailer burn. Griffen 
misplaced his last night.” 

“| already ordered duplicates. Just in case,” said Jeremy. 

“Jeremy, you’re a miracle. Oh, and the dailies were late.” 

Fuck. “Adam was supposed to deliver them.” 

“He did, but he was late.” 


“I’m sorry. lIl talk to him.” Jeremy cast an evil look at 
Leslie, who cringed. 


“I don’t know what I’d do without you, Jeremy,” said 
Becket. “Oh, and...” he was interrupted once more by the 
other voice and he said instead, “l'Il see you at the lot.” 


“Right, boss.” Jeremy disconnected. 
“Your cheeks are pink,” Leslie observed. 


“Shut up.” Jeremy could feel the heat in his face now that 
Leslie mentioned it. “I’m just tired.” 


“He’s a dragon, Jeremy. He eats boys like you for 
breakfast.” 


Jeremy considered that he wouldn’t mind Becket eating 
him for breakfast, lunch or dinner. “I’m not a boy. And he’s a 
great mentor.” 


“PIL bet.” Leslie had finished methodically cleaning his 
long fingers with the box of hand wipes he’d found in the 
debris of Jeremy’s car. Now he flipped down the passenger 
side visor and began playing with his immaculate hair. 
“Maybe if you had a real relationship you wouldn’t pine after 
the unattainable.” 


“What pining? You’re crazy. And Becket doesn’t give me 
time for a relationship.” 

“This is my point,” said Leslie. 

Jeremy chose not to pursue this argument. If Leslie knew 
the truth, he’d beat Jeremy over the head with his clipboard. 
“Where did you see DePaul last night?” 


“The Little Prince?” asked Leslie, dryly. “Had his head in 
the toilet bowl last | saw him.” 


“Dammit, Leslie. He’s not supposed to drink.” 

“What Hollywood bartender would refuse Robert DePaul a 
drink?” said Leslie. 

Jeremy grimaced. It was true. “Who drove him home?” 

“Did he go home?” Leslie brushed at an invisible mark on 
his cheek, just like a cat combing its whiskers. “I thought he 
and the fortune-teller had a private session.” 


“What? Oh, hell, Leslie. That woman is twice his age.” 


“| don’t think the Little Prince discriminates,” said Leslie. 
“Especially when he’s high.” 

“We're supposed to keep him out of trouble, Les.” 

“Hey, you’re the people person. | just make obeisance 
whilst doing what I’m told,” Leslie shrugged. “Did you talk to 
her, by the way? She was marvelous.” 


“Who? The fortune-teller? | was in a telecine bay most of 
the night with a flatulent editor, Les. | didn’t have time to 
have my cards read.” 


“Old pooter Peter?” Leslie grinned. “You poor thing. Well, 
she told me I’d meet a handsome man.” 

“You work in the film industry. That’s a no-brainer.” 

“Hush. Don’t you believe in fate?” 

“I believe in covering all possible contingencies,” said 
Jeremy. He touched his Bluetooth. “Beth Ann? Did DePaul 
call for a car last night?” While he waited for their 
transportation clerk to check DePaul’s last known location, 
he turned into the lot. 


Beth Ann came back on the line and reported that DePaul 
had been driven back to James Griffen’s residence with the 
director at ten p.m. 


“Thanks, Beth Ann.” Jeremy disconnected and dialed 
Becket’s number with the flick of the fingers on one hand, 
his eyes never leaving the road in front of him. “Becket? 
DePaul went home with Griffen last night. Do you want me 
to call Griffen’s assistant?” 


“| see,” said Becket. “No, Jeremy, l'Il take care of it. Thank 
you.” He disconnected. 


Chapter Two 


Leslie and Jeremy entered stage C at a run, leaping over 
cables, skirting scaffolding and clots of extras. At the center 
of the mess of equipment and people, hovering above them 
like a contemporary Charlemagne, their director, James 
Griffen, sat on the camera dolly, alone and drinking coffee, 
reading glasses perched on his nose, daily paper on his 
knee. 


The man whom Jeremy sought stood just below Griffen. 


The first time Jeremy had seen Becket Russell had been on 
a night shoot in Malibu. A film school friend, Paulie 
Sanderson, had had a family emergency take him out of 
town. He had called Jeremy in the midst of Jeremy’s shift at 
Burger King. 

“Can you get your ass there in twenty minutes?” Paulie 
had said. 


“I don’t know...” Jeremy looked up at his shift supervisor 
who had already lectured him repeatedly about receiving 
personal calls at work. 


“This is a once in a lifetime chance, Jeremy. Do what you 
have to do.” 


Jeremy had found the film crew by the glow of their lights 
radiating beyond the cliff’s edge on Highway 1. He’d parked 
his car near trucks with studio stickers on their windscreens 
and picked his way down the steep root- and rock-strewn 
path to the sudden chaos on the beach. 

A temporary shelter seemed to have been erected against 
one wall. He saw the shadows of workers leaping crazily 
beyond the white sheets. Cameras and lights were 


protected by a complex tenting arrangement. Tarps and 
canvas coverings billowed and thundered in the beach wind, 
grips huddled under them, shouting urgent instructions to 
each other. 


“Becket Russell?” Jeremy shouted at one of these groups. 
A man in a windbreaker with the IATSE logo printed large 
across its back pointed across the sand. 


Standing on the steps, solitary and outlined by the dark 
architecture of the house behind him, Becket Russell 
conducted the great shambling monster of movie 
production. Tall, with black hair, almost elegant in his unself- 
conscious command, skin whiter than a film noir vampire’s. 
He wore an immaculate shirt loose over his waist and 
opened at the neck, and a full headset, mouthpiece hanging 
Just in front of his lips. The wind whipped his hair back and 
forth as he raised his arm and shouted orders at members 
of his crew. 


Like Prospero commanding the storm. 


And then Becket looked down upon Jeremy and pointed. It 
was like being noticed by Apollo. “You. What’s your name?” 


Jeremy scrabbled up the steps, feet slipping on the sand 
covered pavement to grasp the cool dry hand. “Jeremy 
Reilly. Paulie’s friend?” 


Close up, Becket looked less godlike and more ethereal. 
His skin so white it appeared almost blue in the moonlight. 
Black eyebrows, dark lashes over light blue eyes.. A strong 
hand that gripped Jeremy’s a hair too long while his pale 
gaze sank slowly to Jeremy’s sneakers and then rose again. 
His lips lifted in an appreciative smile. “Remind me to thank 
Paulie.” 


Happily, it was dark enough to hide the scarlet that 
Jeremy felt rise in his cheeks. 

“Okay, see that woman over there, Jeremy? | need to get a 
makeup crew down there and keep them down there.” 


Besides that one look-over, the man had been all 
business. The production had proceeded from the night 
shoot to the desert, where Becket and Jeremy and sundry 
odd PA’s had lived in a sweltering un-air-conditioned trailer 
for three days. 


And then one long night in that hot trailer Jeremy, who 
never did anything impulsive, or without due consideration, 
found himself on his knees with his mouth around Becket’s 
cock. He couldn’t say why he’d done it and Becket had 
never asked. What he had done is smile down at his 
apprentice and then pull Jeremy up off his knees. “Thanks, 
kid,” he’d whispered, hand reaching to finish what Jeremy’s 
hand had started. Jerking Jeremy off with a kind of 
efficiency, those eyes warm and watching him until the 
ceiling of the trailer had gone white. Afterwards, Becket had 
cleaned them both off, then forced Jeremy to lie down at the 
back of the trailer for eight hours. They hadn’t spoken of it 
for the rest of the production. 


It could have been the end of his career. In that few 
moments successfully transforming himself from aspiring 
film maker to cheap slut. But when Becket had called him 
and offered him this current position on Griffen’s latest 
movie, there had been no expectations, implied or 
otherwise, beyond the fact that Jeremy would be at Becket’s 
beck and call throughout shooting and into post. 

Jeremy knew he should be grateful that he hadn’t blown 
his entire future, along with Becket, out there in that desert. 
There were so many ways a young man from the Bronx 
could screw up his career. Sleeping with the boss was near 
the top of the list. 

He wished he could stop thinking about it. 

“Sorry I’m late,” he said, trotting up. 

“Jeremy, finally.” Becket was elegant in a blue silk shirt 
that exactly matched his eyes. The headset strapped over 


his hair had ruffled it into shiny black spikes. “Now we can 
make a movie.” He shoved a stack of sides at Jeremy. “My 
God, you smell like a head shop.” 


“I haven’t been home since the party,” Jeremy admitted. 
“| probably reek of incense.” 


Becket’s ever attentive gaze took in Jeremy’s appearance. 
“You should always keep a fresh shirt in your car. Nancy and 
Sara G are dawdling in makeup again. We need them in less 
than ten if we’re going to come even close to schedule. 
Damn it, talk to the transfer crew also, would you? They'll 
have to wait an hour tonight.” Becket was talking about four 
times faster than he usually did. Jeremy could feel the 
adrenaline pouring from him; his own pulse picking up in 
sympathy or by osmosis. 

Becket’s headset blipped and he blinked. “Christ, you’re 
kidding me,” he said, looking up into the scaffolding, as if at 
the coming of the antichrist. “l'Il be right there,” he said. 
Backpedaling, he pointed two fingers at Jeremy. “Nancy,” 
before turning and heading back between two rungs of 
scaffolding. 


Jeremy ran for the makeup trailer. Their star, Nancy 
Frazen, lounged back in her chair, laughing up at the 
makeup artists that hovered over her perfect face like 
sycophantic priests. She blinked thickly embellished 
eyelashes at Jeremy as he came crashing up the steps. 
“Yes?” 

“New pages,” said Jeremy, shoving them at her 
unapologetically. “Five minutes.” 


Nancy, bless her, was always professional, no matter the 
circumstances. “Thank you for telling me,” she said. She 
rose from the chair. “I’m afraid they’ve changed the set so 
many times | don’t know where I’m supposed to be.” 


Jeremy held the door open. “lIl show you.” He led the 
actress behind lights and grips and under scaffolding. “l 


thought Sara was there with you.” 
“Sara? No.” 


Jeremy touched his headset. “Sara’s not in makeup,” he 
told Leslie. 


“The cunt,” said Leslie, who practically kissed her toes 
when she was present. “l'Il check with her assistant.” Sara 
went through personal assistants so quickly no one even 
tried to remember their names anymore. 


“Where is Griffen? We were supposed to begin an hour 
ago,” asked Nancy, barely concealing her anxiety. “Darling, 
this IS my spot isn’t it?” 

“Yes, ma’am. Here.” Jeremy found a chair and plunked it 
down so Ms. Frazen could sit comfortably while the lighting 
crew adjusted their equipment. “He’s talking to DePaul.” 


DePaul was their costar. Gorgeous, famous, spoiled and 
Capricious costar. 

“Ah,” said Nancy. “Of course.” 

Sara came strolling up. She looked immaculate, if slightly 
windblown, but when she gave Jeremy a little air kiss he 
could smell sex on her. “Sorry I’m late,” she said, fanning 
herself. “Had to powder my nose.” 

Whatever. 

Sara and Nancy faced off. “The fortune-teller told me | had 
much to learn from an older woman, Nancy,” said Sara, 
smiling with little pointy teeth. 

“Darling, if | were you, I’d look for a teacher wherever | 
could find one,” said Nancy, also smiling, with pointier 
teeth. 

Jeremy’s Bluetooth blipped. “Griffen’s on his way,” said 
Becket. 

Jeremy passed this information on to the actresses. 

“Thank you, Jeremy.” 


In the silhouette of a stage doorway, Jeremy saw the 
agitated figure of Griffen coming toward them, DePaul 
trailing behind him like a recently chastised dog. 


“Leslie, what’s going on with DePaul?” 
“He and Griffen had words.” 


“Words? Where's Becket?” asked Jeremy, just as he saw 
their AD coming through the back scaffolding in admirable 
mimicry of an Olympic hurdles racer. 


Jeremy’s Bluetooth blipped. “Jeremy,” said Becket, even 
as he approached him. “We roll in five.” 


“Yes, sir.” 
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“Oh, my God,” said Leslie. “My brain is going to explode.” 

One of Leslie’s duties included backing up the continuity 
and script supervisor. Between Griffen’s apparently 
Capricious demands and DePaul’s apparent lack of 
preparation, they’d become mired on one scene. Leslie had 
been calling out continuity errors for the past hour and then 
Griffen had suddenly risen from his seat and stormed off the 
set. 


“I’m dead,” said Leslie. “And, quite frankly, at the 
moment, | welcome death.” 


“| don’t think it has anything to do with you,” said Jeremy, 
looking off toward the great two-story doorway through 
which his director and Becket had fled. “Griffen got a phone 
call between takes that freaked him out.” 

This was small comfort to Leslie, who lived in terror of any 
catastrophe. It seemed every production he worked on 
tanked before post. “I’m out of Tums,” he fretted. 

“Ricky’s assistant has a stash,” said Jeremy. Their best 
boy, Ricky, was a tyrant and his assistant chewed Tums like 
candy. “Do you think Becket needs me?” 

“In your dreams, Jeremy,” said Leslie dryly. 


Jeremy hadn’t yet decided whether he should chase down 
his AD when Becket and the director came back through the 
doorway. They looked serious, but stable. 


“We're two hours behind,” snapped Becket as he walked 
up to Jeremy. His eyes cruised the set, and lounging crew 
members jumped to attention as his gaze crossed over 
them. 


In the scaffolding above them, Jeremy could hear the grips 
scrambling to get set up again. 


DePaul stalked back out to his spot, Griffen following and 
speaking to him in an urgent manner, though he kept his 
voice low enough that the crew couldn’t hear him. 


“There’s a limit,” said Becket low, and only to Jeremy. 
“Griffen’s had it with DePaul’s tantrums. There was some 
drama last night at the house, | hear, and DePaul was sent 
packing to his mother’s.” 


The barely-adult actor’s troubles with his mother were 
legendary. 


“No wonder he’s having an off day,” Jeremy said. 


He and Becket both gazed across the space filled with 
cameras and lights and monitors where their director was 
talking their star into the right space, mentally, as the entire 
hundred-strong crew stood about watching. Jeremy could 
hear money being sucked from the air like oxygen by a fire. 

“At least DePaul showed up,” said Becket. 

“He always does.” 

“If he weren’t so fucking beautiful I’d kill him for scaring 
the Hell out of me every day,” said Becket. “He refuses to 
carry a beeper or a cell. Yesterday, he lost his ID again and 
Leslie had to fast-talk security. l'Il be puking blood by the 
end of this movie thanks to him.” 

Jeremy knew for a fact that Becket already regularly threw 
up vaguely pink sputum, so he only said, “He /s beautiful.” 


With the perfect timing with which he seemed to have 
been born, DePaul lifted his sleek head, licked his lower lip 
and gave the camera crew a tentative smile. 


“God,” said Becket fervently. Jeremy could only agree. 
There was a reason that People magazine had dubbed the 
twenty-year-old actor the sexiest man alive last year. 
Seemingly poreless skin, intelligent hazel eyes that smiled 
at everything they perceived. Broad, strong shoulders. Well- 
turned tanned muscles on every square inch of his body. 
When he removed his shirt in a scene even the straight men 
on the crew were struck dumb. Jeremy could admit in his 
evil heart of hearts that when they filmed the pool scene 
next week he was going to be giddy. 


“Nancy hates him,” said Becket. “I don’t blame her. | 
wouldn’t want to stand next to that man with a camera 
scrutinizing my every wrinkle.” 


Jeremy considered that Becket would hold his own nicely 
in any shot standing near any actor. “In the dailies it looks 
like she adores him,” he said. 


“She’s a fabulous actress,” said Becket, a worshipper at 
her shrine since the first day of shooting. “That’s why 
Griffen expects so much more of her.” Griffen’s harsh 
treatment of Nancy was the subject of much coffee kiosk 
gossip. 

“She’s definitely helping Sara,” said Jeremy. Sara was 
pretty and had that glow on camera that lit up every scene 
she was in, but her acting abilities were well below Nancy’s 
Oscar-winning standards. 


Becket made one of those noncommittal noises and 
rubbed his chin. “Who’s our starlet bopping this week?” he 
asked quietly, hand hiding his mouth so no one could see 
what he said. 


“| don’t know,” said Jeremy, head tipped down to screen 
his words as well. “Someone on the crew though. They were 


doing it just before call.” 

“Christ.” Becket threw his arm companionably over 
Jeremy’s shoulder. “It’s like herding chickens, isn’t it, 
Jeremy?” 

Jeremy laughed. “I’m from the Bronx. | don’t know from 
chickens.” 


Becket gave him a discerning look “Did you enjoy the 
party last night?” 


Becket Russell in party mode. Elegant, suave, lifting his 
gaze from that of an actress and surveying the crowded 
room in that lazy, predatory way a jaguar might regard a 
herd of juicy gazelles. 


“Hey, boss.” Jeremy strolled over. He knew he was 
imagining that Becket had eyes only for him, but it was a 
nice fantasy so he went with it. 


“Jeremy, I’m so glad you were able to make it.” Becket’s 
voice raised to be heard over the steady buzz of party 
conversation. 


“We had a break in the telecine. | thought you might need 
me.” 


“I might.” Becket’s gaze traveling over him made Jeremy’s 
skin tingle. “Have a seat. You must be as tired as | am.” 


“Beyond tired. I’m afraid if I relax l'Il pass out.” 
“I won't let you pass out.” 


Jeremy maneuvered around a group of people and sat 
down. There were three other people on the couch involved 
in their own conversations, and out of necessity the téte-a- 
tétes between people were close and intimate. Becket laid 
his arm across the sofa back to make room for Jeremy next 
to him. They were so close, Jeremy could feel the warmth of 
Becket’s body. Then Becket leaned over and spoke almost 


against Jeremy’s cheek, “You’re going to do well in the 
industry, Jeremy. You have a real affinity for people.” 


“I’m just bossy.” 
Becket chuckled and seemed to accidentally lay his hand 
on the back of Jeremy’s neck. “Nothing wrong with that.” 


The tingles ran from Jeremy’s neck to his groin and now 
the entire day, the whole last three months, actually, surged 
there. His skin popped sweat and his heart started to beat 
harder. He could see the flush rising on his arms and could 
only imagine what he must look like to Becket. Turned on by 
a touch. Guess who hasn’t been getting any? 


Becket noticed, of course. “You’re too young to be a monk, 
Jeremy. Too good-looking.” Becket’s thumb lightly traced 
Jeremy’s neck. 


“My boss tells me I shouldn’t be too easy,” said Jeremy, 
watching Becket’s mouth. 


“Your boss is a sorry old cynic.” 

“I respect his opinion.” Jeremy had to shift where he sat. 
His cock was throbbing now, with want and the feel of 
Becket’s hand on his neck. 

“Well, in my opinion, you’re doing a great job,” said 
Becket, almost in Jeremy ’s ear. 

At that moment, whichever god it was that watched over 
young, foolish men who thought too much with their dicks 
chose to make Jeremy’s Bluetooth beep. 

“We've got a sync problem in the third reel,” said Peter, 
their editor. 

Jeremy withdrew his ear from its proximity to Becket’s 
mouth. “I’ve got to go,” he said. 

Becket shrugged. A graceful lifting of one shoulder. “I'll 
see you in the morning,” he said. And he turned to an actor 
sitting on his other side. “John, how have you been...” 


“Too much glitz and glamour for me,” said Jeremy. His 
whole body was responding to Becket’s proximity — a flush 
rising on his arms and neck. 


Becket seemed not to notice. “The fortune-teller at the 
party said l’d travel to Mexico soon. All | could think was 
Christ, does that mean we have to reshoot the road scene?” 

“She was a big hit. Everybody’s talking about her.” 

Becket’s focus was back on the set. Griffen had just 
stepped away from DePaul and was climbing into the 
camera dolly. Becket leapt back into the milieu, checking his 
notes and his watch simultaneously. “Mr. DePaul, if you'll 
find your mark...” 


And the great behemoth moaned and moved forward. 


Chapter Three 


The address given him by dispatch took Bill Turner to a 
location directly beneath the Hollywood sign. 


Here the street narrowed to two lanes and curved sharply 
around the front leg of the hills. Boutiques, salons, and 
shops stacked up the side of the hill in a series of terraced 
decks and wooden stairs. At the top of the stairs, a hand- 
painted sign displayed the shop number he was seeking. Bill 
remained at the bottom, though. The path to the crime 
scene was utterly blocked by a mob very much like what 
one might see at a feature film opening. 


The slim strip of concrete at the base housed an outdoor 
bistro where two casually elegant young women coughed 
loudly and waved their hands in front of their faces when Bill 
lit a cigarette. 


He appeared not to notice. “Who called the media?” he 
asked the tall black woman who stood beside him. 


“Who knows? They’re like cockroaches in this 
neighborhood.” Kate Crandall kept her voice carefully low. 
“Come out at just the smell of scandal.” 


The call had come around eleven a.m. Bill had made it to 
the location in less than fifteen minutes. The press in Los 
Angeles did seem to be everywhere, but this was uncanny. 

The smoke from Bill’s cigarette drifted over the table of 
the two citizens who hacked and waved even more fiercely. 
He flicked ash onto the pavement. “/s there a scandal?” 

“Our victim was a celeb. Or, rather, a friend of celebs. 
Sylvie Black, psychic to the stars,” said Kate. And at Bill’s 


blank look, “Christ, Turner, don’t you watch television? She’s 
got ads on every station after ten p.m.” 


“I watch football, but | mute the commercials.” Bill 
regarded the crowded staircase. He could see the yellow 
crime scene tape festooned on the highest balcony and a 
uniformed officer guarding the doorway to the shop. But the 
stairs were stacked three bodies deep with press. “How’re 
we going to get up there?” 

“Lieutenant!” From the seething mass of bodies, flash 
cameras, betacams and microphones almost toppling from 
the teak structure, a tall towheaded man leaned over the 
railing and waved. 


Bill cringed. 


The man worked his way back down the staircase, hand 
over hand, pulling himself through bodies, until he was 
coming across the pavement. Another man, hefting a 
camera that sported an enormous lens and bulbous black 
microphone, flowed behind him like a shadow. “Lieutenant 
Turner,” the reporter cried, coming toward them, big hand 
extended. “Is this your case?” 


The rest of the people on the stairs seemed to notice them 
then, and the general thrust of the mass shifted, heading 
back down the hill as media people focused on Bill and Kate. 


As if to withstand a sudden, large wave, Bill and Kate 
steeled themselves, unconsciously squaring shoulders 
against the assault. 


The tall rangy man who led the pack wore a suit and tie 
but looked like he’d be more comfortable in jeans and a 
Stetson. Crew cut blond hair and eyes a bright sky blue, 
straight out of a country song. “Is this your new partner, 
Turner?” Just the hint of a drawl in his voice. “Pleased to 
meet you.” 


“Kate Crandall.” Her hand was enclosed in an enormous 
palm, her face and body appraised in a coolly appreciative 


manner. 
“Kate, this is Derek Stuart of ‘Entertainment Today’.” 


“I| covered the famous gay murder at Garfield High,” 
announced Stuart, in one of those voices that would carry 
across a deep canyon. It cut through the chaotic buzz 
around them, easily, and Kate could see reporters tilt their 
heads up to listen. “Turner’s first case, wasn’t it, Turner?” 


Kate noted that Bill seemed to be grinding his teeth. 


“You could say | broke Turner in,” drawled Stuart, all thirty- 
six capped teeth showing in a wide smile. 


The distinct sound of digital and flash cameras, and Bill 
and Kate were completely surrounded by media. Kate could 
see the crime scene techs at the top of the stairs, finally 
festooning the upper deck with their yellow tape. She 
nudged Turner, who saw the direction of her gaze. 


“We'll have a statement as soon as we know something,” 
announced Kate to the floating cloud of microphones that 
followed her and Bill as they thrust their shoulders through 
the crowd. Street cops and techs, even the fire department 
crew that had arrived in tandem with the ME bus, pushed 
the crowd back as Bill and Kate were able to finally ascend. 


Derek Stuart seemed not as easy to shake. He leaned over 
the shoulders of two restraining officers, long tanned neck 
straining. “Detective Turner,” he shouted, as Bill and Kate 
ducked through the shop doorway. “Do you think this has 
anything to do with her book?” 


KK OX 


“What book?” asked Bill. 


“I'd guess that book.” The uniformed officer who answered 
him pointed at a promotional display located just inside the 
doorway which contained rows of glossy hardcover books. 
Each dark black, with a Hollywood walk of fame star and 
Secrets and Lies emblazoned in red across the face.. Bill 


studied the display, frowning. Then he turned and scanned 
the interior of the shop. It was a chaotic mess. Glass and 
wood shelves crammed with books, bags, beads and what 
looked like bongs. Half-filled plastic drink glasses had been 
perched on it seemed every available surface. Folded chairs 
stacked against the walls and also on the floor, as if they’d 
been tipped over. A spilled trash can, its contents paper 
plates, napkins and a multitude of twizzle sticks. 


“Who was first on the scene?” asked Kate, looking around 
with a frown. 


The uniformed officer had that hard look that beat officers 
got within a few weeks of hitting the streets and which they 
never seemed able to lose thereafter. Now his hard face 
flushed red, his expression both angry and embarrassed. “| 
was. Officer Ortiz ma’am,” he told her, stiffly. “My partner 
and | were first on the scene. We responded five minutes 
after the call, but the mob was already in here. We got them 
out in a hurry, but there was a party in this shop last night. 
That might account for some of the mess.” He pointed at a 
spot on the floor and then another. Bill could see that Ortiz 
or someone else had guarded the spots with makeshift 
markers. “We found a bloody toe print there. And my 
partner made every member of the press show her the 
bottom of their feet before she let them out of here. None of 
them had left it.” 


“Good thinking,” said Kate. “Who called it in?” 


“Anonymous 911 caller. My partner is already canvassing 
the shops, trying to find a witness. Call was placed from that 
public phone.” Ortiz pointed down the stairway to a 
prominently visible phone booth just around the corner. 
From where he stood, Bill could see an officer standing 
guard over it. 


“Not many public phone calls these days,” said Ortiz. 
“Thought you guys might want to try to lift a print. The ME’s 


in back waiting for your go-ahead.” He brought forward the 
scene sign in sheet and handed it to Kate. 


“You said there was a party?” asked Bill, taking it from her 
when she’d finished printing her badge number after her 
name. 


“Last night,” nodded Ortiz. “Universal Studios had a huge 
party to kick off a movie or something.” 


Bill handed the sign in sheet back to Ortiz and pulled out 
his notebook. He made a note to acquire a copy of the guest 
list for the party. 


Kate asked. “Where’s the DB?” 


“Back room.” 
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The Medical Examiner on the scene was a woman Bill had 
never met, but Kate seemed to know her. 


“Hey Betsy, we make you wait?” 


The woman snapped the wrists of her gloves as she pulled 
them on, shaking her head. A unanimous grumble of 
discontent issued from her three-man crew. A man lowered 
a camera and said. “This whole scene has been 
compromised, Lieutenant. When we arrived, we found a 
reporter in the room, taking pictures. He surrendered the 
camera under protest.” He nodded at a small digital camera 
in an evidence bag. 

He produced a white business card, also in an evidence 
bag, and handed it to Kate. “And when we asked him for 
prints, he told us we’d need a warrant. He said you should 
call him if you had any questions.” 

“Derek Stuart,” read Kate off the card. 

Bill’s teeth made a grinding sound. 

“This guy’s a problem,” Kate stated rather than asked. 
“We need to call our Media Relations officer and get a 
proactive statement out there?” 


“He won’t talk to him,” declared Bill. “He’ll call Smith. Or 
me. You, when he digs up your number.” He nodded at the 
bagged camera. “That wouldn’t be his only camera. If he 
surrendered it that easily he’s got another one with better 
pictures on it.” 

“Crap.” 

Bill shrugged it off and continued scribbling notes and a 
sketch of the tableau in his blue notebook. Kate slipped ona 
pair of sterile booties, and entered the small room, choosing 
her steps with care. 


The room was only about ten by ten, A small scarf- 
covered table stood in the center, with a chair on either 
side. Blood dribbled down two of the walls and smeared the 
carpeted floor in a rich dragging pattern that led behind the 
table. Kate arched her head up and around to take in the 
Small ventilation windows at the top of one wall. No other 
entry or exits. 


“Dust the entire door,” she said. “The top of the frame, 
the edges, everything.” She frowned at the gory walls. 
“We'll need blood splatter analysis immediately.” 


“Yes, ma’am,” said one of the techs. 


Bill nodded his approval. The spatter on the wall didn’t 
look right, and when something in a murder scene didn’t 
look right, there was usually a reason. He pocketed his 
notebook temporarily and followed Kate’s careful path 
around the table so they both stood over the body of Sylvie 
Black. 

Kate sighed. 

It was a subliminal sound. Bill doubted she was aware 
she’d done it. But he’d noticed that Kate always sighed in 
that bone-deep dismayed manner whenever they looked 
down upon the body of a rape victim. 


Sylvie Black did seem to be the victim of a rape and 
murder. She lay face up, red party dress hiked above her 
hips, panties off, bruising and all manner of what looked to 
be bodily fluids spilled across her bloody limbs. 


“After he killed her,” Kate observed. Bill nodded. Blood 
smeared the woman’s white skin. Whatever had been 
spilled on top of the blood had run down and left streaks. 
Kate looked away. 


“Looks like COD was the cut,” said Bill. He had recently 
begun taking his own crime scene photos and now he 
brought the camera out of his pocket and began snapping 
pictures of the victim. 


Sylvie Black, Bill observed dispassionately, had been 
pretty. He’d always imagined fortune-tellers as old and scary 
with wild hair and possibly a glass eye or two. Their victim 
was Slender, long shapely legs, well-turned arms. Her hands 
were bloody, but he could see that her torn nails had been 
manicured. Her face was distorted and staring in death, 
lipstick smeared across the pretty mouth still opened in a 
silent scream, but he could see that she’d been attractive. 
Her sleek blonde hair was orangish at the tips where it lay in 
the blood pooled beneath her torn neck. 


“Messy job,” said Kate. “She fought back, too. | want a 
DNA kit on the blood on her hands.” She ignored Bill’s 
expression. Unless they found a way to rush the tests, it 
would be weeks before they got DNA results back. Bill had 
made his opinions on this topic clear. If they hadn’t at least 
a reasonably logical suspect before the DNA tests were run, 
they simply weren’t doing their jobs. But juries liked science 
and, as Kate had said to Bill time and again, a positive DNA 
match on blood and semen could be the best bit of solid 
evidence they could present at trial. 


Betsy crouched down and gingerly lifted Sylvie’s head, 
turning it very slightly. 


“Haven't taken a liver temp, but rigor is almost complete. 
Less than twelve hours ago. l'Il Know more soon.” 


Now Bill stepped away from the room, gaze sweeping the 
tiny hallway. “Murder weapon?” 


“Sharp object cut the jugular. She definitely bled out here, 
detectives.” She dipped her head close enough to the gory 
throat to make Kate wince. “Multiple shallow stabs, 
hesitation before the perp found the courage to do the 
deed. Or a vein,” she said, in a clinically appraising way. 
“Possibly with a small, short, sharp blade.” 


Bill stooped in the corner. “Possibly a box cutter?” 
The ME nodded. “Possibly.” 


Bill waved the photographer over and they both took their 
fill of pictures, then plucked a bloody box cutter up from 
where it lay and bagged the thing. 


Kate stepped gingerly around small numbered squares on 
the floor and looked down again at their victim. 


“There’s teeth marks on her arm,” she said. 


Betsy didn’t like these wild assumptions being tossed 
about and her expression showed that. She frowned at the 
bright red marks and said, “Possibly.” 


“Nice touch,” said Bill. He could feel Kate looking narrowly 
at him, but he didn’t meet her gaze. He motioned to the 
photographer again. They set a ruler against Sylvie’s arm 
and took pictures from various angles. 


The coroner barely acknowledged them. 


“What are these?” Kate frowned at the evidence bags. 
Several of them held plain consumer-quality VHS tapes. 


A tech pointed toward location markers on the shelf of an 
AV unit in the corner. Bill frowned and pressed the power 
button on the television. It immediately popped on, making 
a few techs jump. Sylvie Black smiled out at them, shuffling 
cards and talking. Bill flicked off the machine and pressed 


the eject button. A tech was at his elbow with another bag 
before he had the tape out of the machine. Bill noted that 
the tape had a label on it already. The previous day’s date 
and a circled number. 


“Twelve,” he read. And checked the other tapes on the 
VCR stand. “I see one through eight here,” he said. “Can 
anybody find nine, ten, and eleven?” 


Nobody found them anywhere. 


Rubbing his eyebrow with a gloved finger, Bill strolled 
around the narrow space and regarded the table covered 
with scarves. 


“Bruises are coming up around the mouth,” Kate 
observed. 


Bill pocketed the camera and brought out his notebook 
again. “She was gagged and stabbed. Then the rape was 
staged.” 

The hairs went up on Kate’s arms and crawled up her 
neck. Bill had a way of stating opinions as if they were 
indubitable facts. What creeped her out was how often his 
pronouncements turned out to be true. 

“In theory,” she said. 


“Sure,” said Bill. He tilted his head, gazing at the cards 
laid out on the table. 

“Now, that’s appropriate.” Kate pointed at a card that sat 
at the top of the fortune-teller’s spread. It was a skull and 
crossbones with a sickle that appeared to be harvesting a 
field of skulls. In big gothic black letters at the bottom of the 
card was the word Death. 

“Like she was telling someone's fortune,” Bill observed. 

“Looks like she ended up telling her own,” said Kate. 

2K XxxX 


The news crews outside lost interest soon enough, and 
Kate and Bill were able to knock and talk the surrounding 


shops. Most of the businesses opened around ten a.m., long 
after the preliminary TOD estimation of midnight. But one 
Shopkeeper had seen a young man jogging up the steps to 
the store and shortly thereafter he’d heard the sirens. 


They got as good a description as they could, though it 
was meager. “That might be our anonymous 911 caller,” 
said Kate. And it wasn’t uncommon for murderers to call in 
their crimes. 


“Medium height. Medium build. Twenty to twenty-five?” 
Bill folded the page of his notebook over. “Narrows things 
down, doesn’t it?” 


“If it’s a sex crime, we have a good chance of finding 
prints in the system,” said Kate, hopefully. 


“It’s not a sex crime,” said Bill. 
“We don’t know that yet, partner.” 


From the doorway of the shop, Kate and Bill watched the 
ME unit load the body. Kate had had one of the techs bag a 
book as evidence. “‘Secrets and Lies,’” she read through the 
plastic. “Says it’s the ultimate Hollywood tell-all. You know, | 
remember hearing about this recently. Oprah or somebody 
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was up in arms about ‘client confidentiality’. 


“There's a code of ethics for fortune-tellers?” said Bill 
dubiously. 


“We still haven’t got a next-of-kin.” Kate touched her hair. 
Bill had noticed that Kate had recently done something to 
her hair that made it seem much longer and thicker. She 
kept unconsciously touching it, as if to make sure it was still 
there. Bill was unwise in the ways of women, but he was 
certain that he shouldn’t inquire about the hair. “All of the 
paperwork in the shop lists the franchise owner as 
emergency contact.” 


“This...supposed business, is a franchise?” asked Bill. 


“The Evil Eye bookstores have branches all over town,” 
said Kate. She reached into the deep pocket of her coat and 
brought out a four-by-five white linen envelope. “Here. While 
| remember.” 


Bill took the thing, eyebrow raised in inquiry. 


“Wedding invitation,” said Kate, brusquely. “You and a 
guest.” 


Bill wasn’t sure what the appropriate response might be 
and his face showed it. 


“My mother-in-law to be is a dragon about these things so 
please RSVP by the date on the card,” said Kate. 


Bill hadn’t been sure he was even going to open the 
envelope, so, with a feeling of disaster narrowly averted, he 
pocketed it and nodded. 


Kate scanned the meager crowd. 


“The media lost interest quickly enough,” she observed. 
“Why does that make me nervous?” 


“Because Derek Stuart is involved,” said Bill. 


Kate’s cell phone rang and she flicked it open to see the 
number, holding Bill’s gaze as she answered it. “Hello, chief. 
Yes, sir?” She grimaced. “I see. Yes, sir, lII tell him.” She 
flicked the phone closed. 


“Smith says we’re on the news.” 
Bill mouthed an expletive. “Stuart.” 


“There were shots of the book and coasters with the name 
of the studio on them. A lawyer from the production 
company that hosted the party has already called the 
station screaming legalese. Smith talked him down and 
turned it around. He convinced the lawyer he should get a 
pass for us to go to the lot and interview the crew from the 
party last night.” 


“Crew?” Bill instantly imagined a team of rowers and, as if 
she knew what he was envisioning, Kate said, “Film crew. 


The movie people at the party. They’re working on 
something called, ‘Mother’s House’, it’s supposed to be the 
next big thing. Smith said get in there, get the statements, 
then get out, and try to stay off-camera this time.” 


“Notoriety is like crack cocaine to Stuart,” said Bill. “He’ll 
be breathing down our necks.” 


Kate gave him a wise look. “How did you deal with him the 
last time?” 


“I lied to him,” said Bill. “Sent him off on wild goose 
chases. Excuse me, | have to make a call.” He walked down 
to the location he had stood in before, drawing a pack of 
smokes from his pocket with one hand, his cell phone with 
the other. 


A tall young man wearing a knee-length white apron and a 
sour expression came out onto the sidewalk and swept Bill’s 
pile of cigarette butts from the sidewalk and into a dustpan. 
Bill ignored him and dialed his cell phone. 


“Lo,” a male voice answered. 
“It’s me,” said Bill. “I might have to cancel.” 


“I know,” said the man, amused. “I just saw you on the 
CNN feed in the lounge. Bill, the camera loves you.” 


“Damn it,” said Bill. “It’s that damned Stuart again.” 

The voice emitted a chuckle. 

“It’s not funny.” 

“Sorry.” He didn’t sound even a little sorry. 

“So, l'Il be working late. When these things first break...” 
“I know, Bill. It’s fine.” 

Bill fingered his cigarette lighter, frowning. 

“You can make it up to me later.” 


Bill’s face flushed, and he scowled. “Okay,” he said. 
“Later, Christopher.” 
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Kate was talking to her fiancé on her cell phone when Bill 
climbed back into the car. She had that beleaguered 
expression that conversations with him seemed to engender 
of late. “I know your mother was looking forward to it. Yes, 
she told me she made reservations. Can’t you take her 


without me? | know, but —” She listened, her brow 
furrowing. “Thank you. Yes. Love you too.” She slid the 
phone shut and looked at Bill. “You have to cancel a date 
too?” 

“What?” said Bill. 


“Bring her to the wedding. Let me get a look at this 
mystery woman.” 


“There isn’t any mystery woman,” protested Bill. 
Kate turned the key, starting the engine. “My mistake.” 


Chapter Four 


Kate and Bill had been working together for almost a year. 
They were starting to get a bit of a reputation around 
homicide. Their solve ratio was close to one hundred 
percent. And Kate knew that Bill still pulled out that one file 
they’d been unable to close and obsessed over it in 
between more pressing cases. 


It was spooky. He seemed to know what had happened the 
minute he saw the body. Then he’d pester witnesses, obsess 
over insignificant trivia and apparently follow wild hares 
until Kate was ready to swat him or complain to their chief, 
and then, seemingly miraculously, he’d solve the case. 


Before Bill, Kate had been partnered with a garrulous old 
man who’d been just a few years from retirement. Wise, 
benevolent for an old cop, and, after an initial period of 
doubt, absolutely supportive of Kate as a professional; he 
had had the one teensy fault of talking overmuch about 
himself. Kate thought she knew more about old Dean 
Chevey, his wife, daughters, trouble with ED, and roughage 
than she ever wanted to know. 


At first, the very private Bill Turner had been a welcome 
relief, so Kate was ashamed at how peeved she was of late 
with Bill’s reticence. She knew nothing about him, except 
what was a matter of record. Mid-thirties, unmarried, sober 
alcoholic transferred from the Seattle PD. He hadn’t 
volunteered anything else. It was like the man didn’t trust 
her. If Bill had hobbies, woman trouble, family...she wouldn’t 
know. 


“So, what happened with Stuart?” she asked, pulling up to 
the Universal Studios entrance gate. 


Bill drew two thick lines down the side of his notebook 
page. “My first case down here. He impeded the 
investigation.” 

“How?” 

Bill drew a stick figure holding a scythe. “Publicly 
interviewed key witnesses. Suggested scenarios on the air 
that invalidated testimony.” Tried to out me. 


“Press,” said Kate, distastefully. 
Bill nodded, sagely. 
“What are you drawing?” she asked. 


“Those cards on the table,” said Bill. “| wonder what they 
meant.” 


“They don’t mean anything. That’s part of the scam,” said 
Kate. 


Bill tapped his pen against the page on which he’d been 
drawing. 
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At one p.m. exactly, Jeremy’s production broke and milled 
about the caterer’s tables. Their principals, Griffen and his 
stars, hid out in their trailers. Those who did approach the 
food either picked at bits of bread and citrus fruit, as in the 
case of all of their male and female actors, or heaped 
shovelfuls of food on top of thick Styrofoam plates, as in the 
case of the grips and electricians. Jeremy couldn’t 
remember the last time he’d been in a grocery store. The 
production caterer provided breakfast, lunch, and 
sometimes dinner right there on the set. Jeremy was 
consuming an overlarge construction of whole wheat, 
avocado, turkey and tomato, when Leslie came trotting up. 
“Jeremy did you hear about our psychic?” 


Jeremy spoke around a mouth full of food. “We have a 
psychic?” 


“Oh, my God, the psychic from last night. You know, 
Jeremy.” Leslie’s eyes rolled in an exaggerated fashion. “The 
one with DePaul’s tongue down her throat? She’s all over 
the news. She was murdered.” 


Jeremy blinked at him. “You’re kidding.” 


Leslie nodded. “I swear, Jeremy, | literally broke into a cold 
sweat when | heard.” 


Jeremy was silent, assessing this new information. 


“It’s like that six degrees of separation theory. I’m always 
six degrees removed from someone who is dead,” Leslie 
whined. 


Beyond the caterer’s tables, Jeremy saw Becket, Griffen, 
and Griffen’s lawyer, Tom Moore, descending from a trailer. 
He set down the sandwich, brushing crumbs from the front 
of his shirt. “When did it happen?” 


“The news said they’d found her in her shop. Oh, my God, 
Jeremy, what if it happened while we were there?” 


Now Becket was waving Jeremy over. 


“Griffen has been called off the set for the day, so we’ve 
had to rework the schedule.” Becket handed him a sheaf of 
papers still warm from the printer. “And we have a detective 
from the LAPD at the front gate,” he added, as if it were an 
inconvenient delivery of flowers. “He'll want to speak to the 
crew. Set things up so they can talk to him without slowing 
down production.” 


“The whole crew?” asked Jeremy. 


“Well, yes, of course. I’m sure you can arrange 
something.” Becket was in full regal mode, airily annoyed 
with insignificant details such as police and PA’s already 
impossible schedules. “And Jeremy, please try to keep the 
PA’s from gossiping. The last thing we need is more 
scandal.” 


“Sure,” said Jeremy, because there was no other answer. 
He pressed a button on his Bluetooth and with exactly the 
same attitude as Becket had assumed moments before he 
pronounced, “Leslie, | have a job for you.” 
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Bill had just been thinking that the guard at the Universal 
Studios gate had completely forgotten them when she 
returned with a pass for the car, personal sticker-passes for 
Bill and Kate, a brochure, and a map. 


“Park in that area right there,” she said, pointing with one 
dark arm encircled with a rainbow jelly bracelet toward 
three narrow parking places at the end of an alley. 
“Someone will be down to drive you up to Stage C.” 


“We would rather drive ourselves,” said Kate. But the 
guard seemed not to hear her, and was already waving the 
next car forward. There seemed nothing for it. Kate parked 
and she and Bill disembarked. They had been standing there 
for several minutes when a young man appeared, jogging 
around the corner. He was tanned and slender, with dyed 
blond hair, a tangerine shirt, a headset on his head and 
studio ID clipped jauntily to the belt of his white, creased 
Slacks. 


“Hello, \'m Leslie Parker,” he said, breathlessly. “Are you 
real policemen?” 
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“Detective Turner, that gun bulging under your jacket is 
weirdly erotic. Almost, penile,” said Leslie “Can | touch it?” 


Bill saw Kate suppressing a smile. Their guide had led 
them to a golf cart, and Kate, damn her, had seen 
immediately what was what and grabbed the back seat, 
which was wide and padded. Bill was left to perch 
uncomfortably on the narrow plastic front seat. He had to 
cling to the metal supports to avoid sliding out onto the 
pavement, while the PA drove with seeming disregard for 


the rules of the road, and with impunity, in front of massive 
storage trucks and through crowds of pedestrians. 


Leslie’s Bluetooth kept going off and his conversation 
varied from excited flirtation directed at Bill, lavishly sweet 
apologies to Kate, and virulent orders at whoever was on 
the other end of the line. “What the fuck is happening with 
costumes?” he exploded suddenly. “I thought you 
straightened that out.” He rolled his eyes at Kate. “Excuse 
me,” he said sweetly. “Tim, | don’t care if she’s a two 
hundred pound gorilla! Find a pair of pants that don’t make 
her ass look grotesque!” Leslie tsked and made a face. “No 
rest for the wicked. | learned to shoot a gun on a movie last 
year,” he said to Bill. “It was a twenty-two. How big is 
yours?” 

Bill moved so that Leslie could not come anywhere near 
his shoulder holster and said, “Were you at the party last 
night?” 

“Yes, sir.” Leslie steered the cart up a ramp, narrowly 
missing a burly man in a plaid flannel shirt, around two oil 
drums and landed, with a bump, in another street. “Are you 
investigating the slaughtered psychic? Oh my God, are you 
asking for my alibi?” 


They were now buzzing by a truck, so close that Bill could 
have touched the wheels if he’d wanted to. 


“I actually spoke to her, Detective,” said Leslie, excitedly. 
“Of course | had no idea...” 


“And where were you around midnight?” 


“Oh, our transportation girl can tell you that. | was moving 
crew back and forth from the lot to the party.” The cart 
yawed violently right, and then they were climbing a short 
gravel driveway, Leslie screaming at someone on his 
Bluetooth as they went. The cart lurched to a stop as he 
yelled, “Oh, that whore. Didn’t | tell you he’d do this to 
you?” Leslie hopped out of the cart, leaving the keys in the 


ignition. “Why, the last production he was on. Everybody 
has heard about it.” 


He smiled at Bill. “Come this way, Detective,” he said. 
“Aren't you forgetting the keys?” asked Kate. 


Leslie shook his head. “Nobody is going to steal this cart. 
So, have you ever been on a movie set?” 


“No.” Bill and Kate had to jog to keep up with Leslie, who 
seemed to cover distance rapidly, without appearing to run. 


Leslie’s Bluetooth blipped, and he glanced at them as he 
Snapped. “I just saw his cart at the kiosk, Megan. Well, I’m 
sure he’s nearby. Did you check the boy’s room? Oh, for 
heaven’s sake, | Know you're a girl. I’m queer, not blind. 
Hold on, Detectives,” Leslie interrupted his call and held his 
arm out so Bill and Kate had to stop. “Step over the cables 
or onto the ramps.” 


Bill and Kate daintily avoided treading on the massive 
wiring that seemed strewn randomly across the road. 


Leslie gallantly offered his arm to Kate and led them past 
trailers filled with men and women who stared at them 
openly, through tall doors into a barn like structure where 
scaffolding held the equivalent, it seemed, of a battleship’s 
crew. People were busy everywhere one looked. 


“When the AD yells Rolling, you are to stop moving and 
not speak,” cautioned Leslie. 


It was good that he had mentioned it because at that 
exact moment a man’s voice bellowed “Rolling.” The entire 
room became absolutely silent. In a circle of light in the 
center of the room something slow and precise, like 
underwater ballet, took place. Then the same man’s voice 
bellowed “Cut” and the room became noisy again with 
activity. 

Leslie led them to a red-haired young man in a flannel 
shirt and worn blue jeans who looked like he would have 


been at home supervising dockworkers in Queens. “Jeremy, 
these are Detectives Crandall and Turner.” 


Jeremy shook Bill’s hand firmly, half an eye still on the 
clipboard he clutched in his other hand. “We have a room 
set up for you to use. What else can | do for you?” 


Bill extracted essentials. Name, alibi, relationship to the 
deceased. Jeremy answered between clipped orders into his 
earpiece. “I never met her,” he said once, impatiently. “l 
don’t believe in all that hocus-pocus.” 


He held up a hand. That voice yelled “Rolling,’ 
were silent. 


The humans in the circle of light performed, it seemed to 
Bill, the exact same motions they had before. This time 
must have been different, however, because after the man 
bellowed, ‘Cut’ another male voice screamed ‘Wrap” and 
there was a smattering of applause. 


Afterward, Jeremy introduced them to a Becket Russell. 
The man was handsome in a haunted, artistic way, and 
obviously held some rank amongst the film crew. He shook 
both their hands and said, “I apologize, Detectives, if this all 
seems rushed. We really aren’t as shallow and self-involved 
aS we may appear. The entire crew was shocked and 
saddened by Ms. Black’s death. It’s just, well, we're all 
feeling pressured by the production schedule.” 


“Did you see Sylvie Black last night?” asked Kate. 


“Yes, early in the evening, I’d say around six? She read my 
cards and that was the last | saw of her. She was reading 
cards for the entire crew. One of our people should have the 
signup sheet.” He merely cast a glance at Jeremy, and 
Jeremy began demanding the document from someone via 
his Bluetooth. 


Bill wished the LAPD were so disciplined. 


“Were you acquainted with Ms. Black before the party last 
night?” asked Kate. 
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It was a standard question, but Becket Russell hesitated 
before he answered. “Yes. Yes, | was working with her less 
than a month ago. It’s a long story, Detectives, and this is 
neither the time nor the place.” 


Bill wondered when a homicide might be convenient for 
Becket Russell, but he merely asked for the man’s alibi. 


Becket looked surprised. “I left the party with a friend 
around eleven p.m.” 


“And when did you leave your friend?” 


Bill saw Becket glance quickly toward Jeremy before he 
said, “I was at his condo in the Marina until five a.m., at 
which point | came back to the lot.” 


“PIL need his name and a contact number. If you have 
one.” 


“His name is John Price,” said Becket, his tone just a tad 
dry. “lIl give you his number.” He drew out his BlackBerry 
and recited the phone number to Bill. “I’m sure homicide 
investigators still consider motive, Detective, and | really 
had nothing to gain from Sylvie’s demise. She was a 
nuisance project, really. Now, if you’ll excuse me. | believe 
Jeremy has set up a place for you to interview our remaining 
crew.” 
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Becket Russell’s assistant seemed somber and 
preoccupied as he led them across the narrow roadway to a 
building directly opposite the barn like space in which they 
were shooting their movie. 


“We've found this space for you nearby to minimize the 
interruption to our crews’ schedule,” he explained. “The 
union is a stickler about overtime and we don’t want to 
argue with the union, do we?” 


Jeremy hopped up the concrete step and wrapped sharply 
on a door, which was promptly opened by a small brunette 


female, with curly brown hair in a ponytail, but who was 
otherwise dressed like all of the other male crew members, 
cotton shirt and jeans, laminated ID hanging from her neck 
and Bluetooth on her ear. 


“Megan, please show the detectives where they can 
work,” said Jeremy. “lIl send the crew members in the order 
on that sheet of paper,” he pointed toward a clipboard on 
the table. 


“Thank you,” said Bill. “You’re very organized aren’t you?” 


Jeremy didn’t acknowledge this. “Someone will get the 
psychic’s sign up sheet to you soon. Leslie tells me you’d 
also like our transportation secretary’s log? That might take 
a few minutes, but it should be ready before you leave. Call 
me if there’s a problem. l'Il be standing right over there.” He 
pointed toward the yawning dark opening to Stage C. “If I’ve 
had to go on an errand, Megan has my number.” He pressed 
the Bluetooth on his ear. “Did Smitty get those circle takes 
to Peter?” A pause. “You’re sure?” And then he was off 
without a word, the door snapped shut behind him. 


Kate looked around the tiny room. It seemed more a 
storage closet than somewhere a person might work. Boxes, 
labeled with crookedly taped up invoices, were piled on 
every available surface. Deep indentations in the none-too- 
clean upholstered chairs indicated that somebody had 
recently removed a stack of boxes to make room for she and 
Bill. “I don’t think we’re VIPs around here,” she commented. 
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From where he had positioned himself, Jeremy could 
watch the crew entering and exiting the makeshift office in 
which he’d placed the police detectives, and also Stage C, 
where grips were still packing up their equipment. It was the 
optimum position from which to run if there were a disaster 
at either location. 
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“Jeremy, you look like someone ran over your dog,” said 


Leslie, trotting up to him. “What’s wrong?” 


“I’ve never had a dog, so | don’t know what you mean,” 
said Jeremy. “Do you know a John Price?” 


“Oh, God,” said Leslie. “That tramp? Where did you meet 
him?” 

“Never mind,” said Jeremy. “What have you found out 
about the psychic?” 


Leslie looked up and down the stretch of asphalt as if for 
nosey parkers such as himself and said, “Only that the 
rumor about Sylvie Black and our Griffen wasn’t a rumor. 
Adam said that Megan heard Angie Dyste and our psychic 
screaming like cats one night in Griffen’s office. And Corinne 
said that Angie to/d her the psychic was sleeping with Grif. 
She supplanted her, they say.” 


Everyone knew that Angie Dyste, Griffen’s recently ‘laid 
off’ assistant, had been his mistress. Truthfully, it would 
have been news if James hadn’t been sleeping with his 
assistant. He seemed to go through one a year. 


“I wish | knew what was being said in that interview 
room,” said Jeremy. “So DePaul and Griffen were dating the 
same woman?” 


“Dating? Jeremy, you are too adorable. No, | don’t think 
so. Adam said that Corinne said that Griffen and the psychic 
weren’t an item any more. And it was amicable. | mean, he 
just signed a contract with her for that book, didn’t he? He 
wouldn’t have done that if they hated each other.” Leslie’s 
voice had assumed that soothing tone that one uses on 
nervous animals. It was a tone that Jeremy often used on 
Becket. 

But Jeremy’s worst-case scenario worry switch had been 
flicked, and he could not be soothed that easily. “You don’t 
think that’s what they’ve been arguing about?” 


Leslie made a derisive sound. “Sweetie, have you seen 
that boy’s acting the past week? My God, my great aunt 
Tildie could play a man in love better. Their disagreements 
are purely professional.” 


Jeremy eyed the closed door of the office. “Wasn’t Angie 
at the party last night?” 


“Jeremy that was not my fault. | went over the invite list 
and I very clearly remember crossing her name off.” 


Jeremy waved this excuse away. Water under the bridge. 
“Leslie, spread the word that no one is to talk to the police 
about the psychic and Griffen.” 


“Jeremy! That’s illegal, isn’t it? Obstruction or something?” 


“Of course not. The cops are as bad as the tabloids. They 
love scandals among the rich and famous. It makes them 
feel important to see themselves on the news. We need to 
get in front of this thing before they get a chance to blow it 
out of proportion. We're already three weeks behind 
schedule and several million over budget. All we need is the 
Keystone Cops over there knocking our schedule to bits.” 


Leslie eyed the door behind which Kate and Bill were 
waiting. “You know what they say, Jeremy. ‘Honesty is the 
best policy’.” 

Jeremy snorted amusement. “I want to talk to Angie 
before the police do. So she understands the situation.” 
He’d brought out his BlackBerry and begun searching the 
extensive contact list as he spoke. 


Angie picked up on the first ring. “Oh,” she said, when 
Jeremy identified himself. “I can’t believe he had a lackey 
return my call.” 


“I’m not calling on behalf of Mr. Griffen,” said Jeremy. “The 
police are on the lot interviewing people from the party last 
night. They'll probably be calling you, and | wanted to give 
you a heads-up.” 


“| know.” 


Well, of course she did. Angie Dyste undoubtedly spent all 
her free time talking to crew members still loyal to her. It 
was part of the healing process after being laid off. There 
was the gossip and bitterness, then the satisfaction of 
validation as the replacement employee was pronounced 
incompetent. Jeremy figured that the news of Sylvie Black’s 
murder and the subsequent arrival of the police had 
probably made it through Stage C and into Angie Dyste’s 
ears before the detectives had made it up the hill in Leslie’s 
cart. 


“They wanted your phone number. People heard you 
arguing with Sylvie Black.” 


“How nice of you to call and warn me,” Angie said 
sarcastically. 


“This thing will blow over. You know how it is.” Jeremy 
leaned against the wall behind him and pronounced 
carefully, “We all hope to work with you again” 


“Y-es,” said Angie, thoughtfully. “That’s good to hear.” 


“You know how skittish people can be, though. I’d hate for 
you to find yourself in the midst of some kind of scandal.” 


“Oh, right,” said Angie. “I’ve always been proud of my 
professional reputation.” 


“I’m sure the interviews are just a formality.” 
A pause. “I see,” she said. “I appreciate you calling.” 
“Don’t forget us, Angie. You have friends here.” 


“Well, I’m looking into all my options right now, but I’m 
sure l'Il be talking to you again, Jeremy.” 


“I’m sure you will,” said Jeremy. “Later, Angie.” He hung 
up and turned to Leslie, who seemed to be overly interested 
in picking nonexistent lint from his jacket. 


“Who's still friends with Angie?” Jeremy asked. 
“You apparently,” said Leslie. 


Jeremy ignored his tone. “I want to know what she says to 
the police. What else have you heard?” 


“That’s what | came to tell you, Jeremy. Adam said that 
Corinne said that when DePaul and the psychic were 
necking in the hallway last night, Sara saw them and there 
was a scene.” 

“A scene?” 

Leslie sighed wistfully. “I was on a run and so | didn’t 
witness it myself, but | understand it was incendiary.” 

“Christ,” said Jeremy, rubbing the sudden sharp pain in his 
temple. “Who else saw ...no never mind.” It wouldn’t matter 
once the gossip had blazed across the lot. “What happened 
to Sara last night?” 

“Transportation says she was driven home at ten.” 

“Alone?” 

Leslie shrugged. “You know Sara.” 

So there would be someone to vouch for her if the police 
insisted, thought Jeremy. He hoped the someone wasn’t 
married. “We need to find out what time the police think the 
psychic was murdered.” 

“We do? Why?” 

“Alibis,” said Jeremy. “Everybody is going to need one.” He 
sounded like he was planning how many chairs he’d need at 
a catered event. “Do you have the list of party attendees 
you gave the detectives?” 

“It’s on my laptop.” 

“Get me a copy.” 

“Jeremy, I’m Supposed to be in the telecine bay as we 
speak.” 

“Send it to my phone. This is important, Leslie.” Jeremy 
hailed the PA across the way. “Megan!” 


The petite brunette came trotting over. She carried one of 
the ubiquitous clipboards under one arm. “Yes, sir?” 


Jeremy produced his production credit card. “See that the 
detectives and interviewees have a steady supply of coffee, 
will you?” 

Megan took the card, reading Jeremy’s face. “Yes?” 


“Stay close. In case they need anything. And...try to be 
unobtrusive.” 


“Unobtrusive?” Megan repeated. 
“He wants you to eavesdrop,” said Leslie. 


Jeremy flashed a glare at Leslie, but he didn’t deny it. His 
Bluetooth blipped. “Yes, sir? Yes, I’m still here, Becket.” He 
turned away from Megan and she and Leslie exchanged 
looks. 


“Sieg heil,” said Leslie. 
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Becket was in one of his moods. Actually, from what he 
said to Jeremy, the mood was James Griffen’s and it had 
trickled down to Becket who, in turn, had passed it to 
Jeremy. Now Jeremy had a migraine headache and sour 
feeling in his stomach. 


He was standing at the coffee kiosk drinking espresso and 
waiting for Megan to come out of the trailer with the most 
recent update on whatever was happening in there with the 
detectives. He was hoping the caffeine would battle the 
headache and the PA would allay his concerns, when he saw 
Griffen’s lawyer marching across the lot. 


Tom Moore’s appearance was a bit of a surprise. Jeremy 
had seen Moore dashing from his Benz to Griffen’s offices 
and back quite frequently, but he’d rarely seen the lawyer 
actually on the lot. “The Suits” were part of that mysterious 
realm that sent money and seemingly arbitrary notes to the 
production crew. They were seldom seen in the flesh, 


though, and Jeremy watched Moore curiously, as he covered 
the pavement in long strides, swinging a fat briefcase. Then 
Moore surprised Jeremy further by spotting him and hurrying 
over. “You. You work with the “Mother’s House” crew don’t 
you?” 

“| do.” Jeremy extended his hand. “Jeremy Reilly.” 


Moore clasped Jeremy’s hand in an efficient, hard grip, 
“Where are the police?” He glanced at his watch. “I invited 
them here. It’s better to cooperate and get this thing taken 
care of quickly, don’t you think?” 


For perhaps the thousandth time in his career, Jeremy 
wished somebody would have warned him before deciding 
to throw a wrench in the works, but all he said was, “Yes, Sir. 
I’ve set them up in that trailer.” He pointed. 


Moore cast a harried glance in the direction Jeremy had 
indicated. “Thank you, um, Joseph.” 


Jeremy didn’t bother to correct him. “No problem,” he said 
to Moore’s retreating back. 
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“Do you think | can smoke in here?” asked Bill. 


The entire small room reeked of chemicals. Kate could 
only assume that the contents of the labeled boxes were 
film or film products of some sort. “I think this place would 
go up like a torch if you lit a match,” she said. She ran a 
pencil down the list of names they’d been provided. “Who's 
next?” 


On cue, there was a knock on the door and Bill reached 
over to open it. A man stood there, mid-forties, light brown 
hair conservatively cut, intelligent brown eyes in a harried 
face. He was wearing a three-piece suit and tie and holding 
a briefcase. “Ah, | see our staff has got you set up,” he said. 


Kate glanced at her list. “You aren’t Corrine Monroe.” 


The man’s face performed something that was probably 
meant as a smile. “No, of course not.” The cuff of his 
perfectly cut suit pulled back when he extended his hand 
first to Kate and then to Bill, revealing a watch that probably 
cost more than Kate’s car. “I’m Tom Moore, the attorney who 
represented Sylvie Black. I’m the man your chief of police 
called when Sylvie was found.” Moore glanced at his watch. 


“You knew Ms. Black?” asked Bill as Kate moved so that 
Moore could seat himself across from Bill. 


“Not really. She was a new client. But we had only been 
speaking a few days ago, so it’s a shock to hear that she’s 
dead.” 


“We haven't found any family members to contact. Do you 
know of any?” asked Kate. 


Moore glanced at his watch. It seemed a nervous tick with 
him. “She put out the story that she was raised by gypsies.” 
The corner of his mouth jerked up again in that pseudo- 
smile. “But | drew up a will for her recently and she didn’t 
name any family. Most of her money was left to various 
charities.” 


The curly-haired PA arrived with another tray of coffees. 
She seemed to have covered every possible exigency in her 
selection of Americanos and lattes. While she spread 
napkins, stirrers and three kinds of sugar, in front of them, 
Moore opened the well-tooled briefcase at his feet. “I wish 
ld given these to the police weeks ago,” he said, 
withdrawing a thick manila folder and pushing it across the 
table toward Bill. 

Bill lifted the corner of the envelope with the end of his 
pen, and peered inside. 

Moore shook his head. “You may as well remove them. My 
prints and those of my secretary are all over them. And 
they’ve been filed and handled by several office personnel.” 


Kate dumped the contents out on the table and she and 
Bill perused them for a few minutes. They were many 
handwritten and typed sheets of paper. Each one a 
threatening letter. 


“Some of the threats are quite graphic,” said Moore. “We 
didn’t take it seriously.” He washed his face with his hand, 
clearly trying to control his tension and anxiety. “Crazy mail 
always follows highly publicized productions. | thought this 
was just per usual. Obviously, | was wrong. l...feel 
responsible.” 


“You think one of these people killed Ms. Black?” 


“Sylvie had told me there were death threats. People 
calling her shop and home. | — God help me — | told her she 
should ignore them.” 


“Did she know why she was being threatened?” asked Bill. 


Moore looked surprised. “Of course. The movie coming out 
soon. The book.” 


“You're talking about the same book we saw at the shop?” 
asked Kate. 


Bill had paged through it. “Hardly seemed worth killing 
over.” 


““Secret’s and Lies’ was more than a Hollywood tell-all. 
Sylvie was privy to some very celebrated personalities’ most 
intimate secrets. Not everyone was comfortable with having 
their dirty laundry aired.” Moore looked impatiently from 
Kate to Bill. “There’s been a very public litigation, 
detectives...” 

“You think one of the plaintiffs in the suit was threatening 
her?” 

“Detective, read that hate mail. And one of the calls she 


received told her that if the movie was made, she'd be 
dead.” 


Kate glanced at Bill. He was gazing across the table at 
Moore in that unblinking manner that made nervous 
witnesses babble uncontrollably. 


Moore just frowned in puzzlement back at him. 
“Would you have a list of these people?” Kate asked. 


“Yes, of course.” Moore had the information readily at 
hand and slid it, also, across the table. 


The list contained over fifty names. “Thank you, 
Kate. 


Moore brought out several more thick stapled documents. 
Names, addresses, phone numbers. “I had my aides put 
together every scrap of information we could find. Please 
feel free to contact me if | can be of any assistance 
whatsoever.” He handed a business card to Kate and then 
another to Bill. 


Bill nodded, taking the man’s card. “Where were you the 
night of the party?” 


Moore seemed permanently impatiently irritated. “I was in 
a meeting with James Griffen from six p.m. to nine p.m. 
Then my driver took me home, where | had a late supper 
with my wife and her sister.” 


“You were meeting with James Griffen?” asked Kate. 


“My firm represents Griffen Productions,” said Moore. “We 
are Moore, Moore and Thomas. Spielberg is one of our 
clients. As is Arthur Goldstone, the head of Universal 
Studios. When Griffen signed with Ms. Black and the 
lawsuits began, it seemed in everyone’s best interest that | 
represent her.” He glanced at his watch again. “I have an 
appointment in five minutes, detectives. If you have any 
further questions, I’m sure you will call me?” He rose. 


“I’m sure we will,” said Kate. 
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“He said she was receiving threats?” Jeremy asked Megan. 


She nodded, wide-eyed. “He said somebody wanted to 
squelch Secrets and Lies.” 

Jeremy rubbed his chin with his thumb thoughtfully. “That 
doesn’t make sense.” 

His Bluetooth blipped again. “Yes?” 

“Griffen’s gone home for the day,” said Becket irritably. 
“But he’s left a legacy of impossible notes. Peter is calling 
for older takes, the ones we picked up in the Palisades. The 
shot log is a fucked up mess, and | need your help.” 

“Yes, sir.” Jeremy turned to Megan. “Megan, | have to go. | 
want to know everything that goes on in that trailer.” 

“But | can’t...” the girl started to protest, but quailed 
under Jeremy’s hard look. “Yes, sir,” she said. 

He pressed a button on his headset. 

“Jeremy, l'Il send that list to you in a minute,” Leslie said 
before Jeremy could even speak. “They’ve lost a reel 
somewhere up their asses...” Here his voice lost volume and 
Jeremy could hear him yelling at someone. “What?” Leslie 
Snapped when he came back on the line. 

“When the detectives are done interviewing crew can you 
make sure they get off the lot? | don’t want them wandering 
around asking questions of just anybody.” 

“Can | take Detective Bill on a tour first?” 

Jeremy grinned. On the worst of days, Leslie could still 
make him laugh. “I don’t think you're his type.” 

“Really? My gaydar was beeping like mad, Jeremy.” 

“He’s LAPD, Leslie. He’s probably all closeted and 
repressed and hung up on some other closeted type.” 

“Romantic,” said Leslie. “The troubled dark man with a 
gun...” 

Jeremy laughed. “Masochist.” 

“Look who’s calling the kettle black, Mr. Pot.” 
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“Who, me?” 
“You look like a sick cat every time Becket enters the 
room, sweetie. He’s a user, Jeremy.” 


“No, he’s not,” snapped Jeremy. “Take care of it, Leslie.” 
And he rang off. 
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Bill and Kate continued working their way laboriously 
through the crew. No one seemed to know anything about 
Sylvie beyond her public persona. Asked about boyfriends, 
quite a few acquired that coy, dopey expression that lying 
witnesses sometimes will, but they all insisted that they 
knew nothing. 


The petite brunette, who introduced herself to Kate and 
Bill as, ‘Megan, I’m a P.A., are you sure you don’t want more 
coffee?’ re-appeared with a printout of Sylvie Black’s sign up 
sheet from the party and the transportation clerks log. 


Bill set his notebook down next to the sign up sheet. 
They’d already interviewed quite a few of the persons 
whose names appeared there. He figured once he got back 
to the office he could make a timeline to account for all of 
their movements. 


“Thank you dear,” said Kate to Megan-l’m-a-PA. Bill noted 
that she was eyeing the young woman with more than usual 
interest. “Don’t you have more important work waiting for 
you?” 

Megan looked startled. “Um...” she said. Then the trailer 
door opened and an actress, so famous even Bill knew who 
she was, entered. 


Nancy Frazen came with a retinue like a train. She asked 
her ‘people’ to sit outside, and draped a scarf across a chair 
before seating herself on it “I spoke to Sylvie the night she 
died, detective,” she said, big intelligent green eyes 


” 


searching his. “What sort of thing might you be looking for? 
Perhaps | noticed something.” 

“Do you know of any boyfriends Ms. Black might have 
had?” 

Ms. Frazen’s long fake lashes beat up and down once, like 
a black butterfly’s wings. “Hasn’t anyone told you yet, 
Detectives?” 

“Suppose you tell us.” 

“Well, | don’t like to gossip, but if it will help you find that 
poor woman’s murderer,” said Nancy, beautiful eyes gazing 
into Bill’s earnestly. “Sylvie Black had unfortunately just 
ended an affair with our James.” 

““Our James’?” 

“James Griffen, Our director. | imagine most members of 
the crew fear him too much to tattle. But in the interest of 
justice...” 

Bill scribbled in his notebook and Kate said, “James Griffen 
is married, isn’t he?” 

Nancy pursed her lips. “Yes.” 

“Did his wife know?” asked Bill. 

“Darling, | have no idea. The whole affair was so seedy, | 
tried not to pay attention. | wouldn’t be surprised if James’ 
assistant knew, however.” 

“His assistant?” 

“An Angela Dyste. The poor girl was just let go. You have 
to believe me, Detectives, this sort of behavior is not 
standard in the industry, despite the tabloid’s reports to the 
contrary.” 

They extracted Nancy’s alibi, which, as it happened, was 
the retinue waiting outside the door. Then she rose to leave. 

“| hope you catch whomever did this,” said Nancy. 


Bill jumped up and opened the door for her, almost 
beheading the assistant, Megan who was sitting on the step 
just outside. 


“We will,” promised Bill. 
2K xx 


“She said what?” Jeremy had been going over a 
production schedule with Becket when Megan called. He 
cupped his hand around his Bluetooth, glanced at Becket 
and whispered. “Are you sure, Megan?” 


“| had my ear against the door. | could hear every word,” 
said Megan. “And Nancy’s personal trainer was there and he 
said Nancy has been spouting off about Griffen and Sylvie to 
everybody.” 


Jeremy figured that this was what came of their director 
browbeating Nancy throughout production. “Thanks, 
Megan,” he disconnected. 


“Jeremy, where are last month’s film invoices?” asked 
Becket. “I think the damned lab held onto a reel.” 


Jeremy jumped to fetch. 
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The assistant, Leslie, reappeared to usher Bill and Kate off 
the lot. They were once more subjected to a lopsided 
conversation with Leslie as he careened around corners. 


“Darling, don’t complain to me. | warned you that she was 
trouble. Yes, well, he had to say that, didn’t he?” Leslie 
chattered away. “Detective Bill? May | call you Bil See that 
door over there? That is the set of the next pirate movie. 
Honey, it’s that intimidating policeman. | am quite serious. 
Darling, I’m terrified. What if he decides to grill me? 
Sweetheart, | don’t care what she told you. His PA said he’s 
in his trailer. Well, of course he would say that.” He looked 
up at Bill. “Sorry.” 


“You really do know what’s happening at every minute, 
don’t you?” 

“Detective, the PA’s run the lot. We have to know where 
everyone is at all times.” 

“| see.” The cart rocked violently as Leslie took a turn. “l 
Suppose you all know everything about each other here.” 

Leslie rolled his eyes. “And then some. Detectives, if these 
walls could talk—” he waved at a high concrete wall painted 
with a scene from Star Wars, “—they’d blush as they did 
so.” 

“A lot of secrets, huh?” 

“Scads.” Leslie steered with one hand with ease. Bill 
wondered if the young man had Velcro on the seat of his 
pants to keep him from flying off the cart. 

Bill asked, “But you’re not the type to gossip, are you?” 

“Oh, God. Of course | am.” Leslie pushed Bill’s shoulder. A 
little punch that became just the barest caress. 

Kate gave Bill an amused look and asked, “Il Supposed 
you'd heard that Sylvie Black had had death threats.” 

“Really?” Leslie let his mouth drop open in astonishment. 
“How terrifying.” 

“You hadn’t heard?” The cart made a sharp turn and Bill 
grabbed hold of a support bar with both hands before he 
was catapulted onto the pavement. 

“All | Know about is the supposed lawsuit.” 

“Supposed?” asked Kate. 

“A massive media blitz, detectives. Griffen is an absolute 
marketing genius.” 

“Interesting theory,” said Kate. 

“It’s no theory, | assure you. That movie has had more 
media coverage than Griffen’s last three films. Thank God. 
We need some big box office numbers.” 


“| see we should have asked you at the outset,” said Bill. 
“What about Ms. Black and James Griffen? | suppose you 
knew that he was her boyfriend.” 


“Boyfriend?” Leslie frowned at the road in front of him. 
“What an archaic word, don’t you think? Its much more PC 
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these days to refer to ones significant other as a ‘partner’. 
“Is it true?” 


“Hmm. | couldn’t say.” Leslie shrugged. “But this is 
Hollywood. Nobody really cares who sleeps with whom. Well, 
unless one happens to be one of the famous ex-Mrs. 
Griffens, of course.” 


“James Griffen’s ex-wives?” 


“Referred to by staff as the Witches of Eastwick.” Leslie 
rotated the steering wheel hard right and shifted. “We all 
thanked the gods when James finally found his current wife. 
She’s quite the lady, detective. She’s in Japan right now. Her 
family shares a business between continents. Very old 
school, Japanese you know. Traditional and conservative. | 
can’t imagine Griffen has any desire to stray these days.” 


“| see,” said Bill. They’d reached Kate’s parked car. “Well, 
you've been very helpful, Mr. Parker.” 


“Jeremy!” screamed Leslie into his Bluetooth. “The 
Detectives are leaving now! Yes, | think so.” He said to Kate, 
“Jeremy wants to know if you got everything you need?” 

“We spoke to all but a few people,” said Kate. 

Leslie reported this information to Jeremy. “He wants to 
know who,” said Leslie, “so he can personally kick their 
asses.” 

Kate and Bill exchanged looks. “That won’t be necessary. 
We'll call them at their homes.” 

This seemed to have been the wrong thing to say, Leslie’s 
eyes went round as saucers and he reported this shocking 
info into his Bluetooth. 


“Jeremy wants to know who?” Leslie covered the 
mouthpiece of his phone with his thumb and hissed, 
urgently. “You see, Jeremy’s my boss and he expressly told 
me to take care of this.” 


Bill frowned but Kate just said. “Angela Dyste and Robert 
DePaul. We understand they are not here, so we'll call on 
them at home. And of course, Mr. Griffen.” 

Still with the mouthpiece covered, Leslie said, “Griffen’s 
secretary can make an appointment for you, but, oh my 
God, don’t call DePaul at home, Detective Kate. His mother 
would be down all our throats. l'Il give you his agent’s 
number.” Leslie brought out a business card and scribbled 
on it, at the same time saying to Jeremy on his Bluetooth, 
“Everyone but Angie, and Grif, hon. Yes, that’s right. Well, 
I'd love to. But | don’t think Detective Turner would 
appreciate it?” Leslie said that last with a smile and a wink 
at Bill. 

“What wouldn’t | appreciate?” 


“Jeremy thinks | should help you with your investigation, 
Detective. He likes to tease me.” 


Bill caught Kate’s eye. 
“You have been very helpful,” she said. 
“Really?” said Leslie. 


Bill drew one of his cards from a pocket. “Be sure to call if 
you hear anything useful.” 


Leslie smiled broadly. “Is this your personal number, 
Detective?” 


“It’s my cell phone number,” said Bill. 
Leslie practically rippled with happiness. “I will,” he said. 
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“I’m sure he will,” said Kate to Bill as they climbed back 
into her car. 


“I'd like to talk to this Jeremy again,” said Bill. “Did you 
notice him out there questioning everybody we 
interviewed?” 


“I think that was his job. He looked like some kind of 
personnel wrangler.” But Kate had grown to trust Bill’s 
instincts. “Maybe your new friend, Leslie, can arrange 
something.” 


“You notice the circles my new friend talked in when we 
asked about Sylvie Black and James Griffen?”’ 


“Yes. l'Il be very interested in what Mr. Griffen has to say 
about it. If we ever get hold of him.” 


Bill had already spent a long ten minutes trying to make 
an appointment to speak to James Griffen. Tom Moore had 
advised he and Kate to contact Griffen via his secretary. His 
secretary, when Bill called her, seemed mystified by the 
request and even more unsure when the director would next 
be available. 


“This is a murder investigation,” Bill told her. 


“| see, sir.” He could hear the smile in her voice. “lIl be 
sure to pass that message along to Mr. Griffen. Now, his 
next appointment is in three weeks...” 

Bill hung up. 

“Get the media liaison officer to try,” said Kate. The LAPD 
had found it necessary to establish an office specifically to 
handle press. They consequently had more connections 
amongst the rich and famous and could often make contact 
more readily. “Assuming we ever talk to Griffen, what do you 
think the chances are we'll get a DNA sample from him?” 
They’d had a call from Betsy’s assistant while they’d been 
interviewing crew members. The Medical Examiner had 
tested the fluid spilt across Sylvie Black’s body and found it 
to be, indeed, seminal fluid. 


“Better chance l'Il win the lottery,” said Bill. 


“I didn’t know you played the lottery,” said Kate. 
“I don’t. That’s my point.” 
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As Kate was pulling off the lot, Bill thought he saw Derek 
Stuart’s distinctive blue Silverado, with the longhorns 
fastened to its grill, hovering nearby, like a barracuda 
around a school of fish. Bill slid down in his seat as far as he 
was able and hissed, “Press at ten o'clock.” 

Kate immediately gunned the engine and slipped right, 
just before the freeway entrance. They sat there for a 
minute and when she pulled out there was no sign of 
Stuart’s vehicle. 

“We give him the slip?” she asked. 

“Temporarily,” said Bill. “If Stuart wants to find you, you'll 
be found.” 

“Who the hell does that guy think he is with that truck?” 


“If he’s to be believed, he’s a real honest to God Texan 
cowboy,” said Bill. “He keeps hunting rifles in the back of his 
truck.” 

Kate laughed out loud. “Hunting? What good are those in 
Los Angeles?” 


Chapter Five 


“Excuse me?” 

Leslie had been about to climb back onto the golf cart 
when a tall, handsome, blond man hailed him from the 
security gate. He waved a white Stetson at Leslie, who 
backpedaled madly. “Yes?” 

“Is this Gate ‘three’?” drawled the man. 

“No, this is Gate ‘two’,” said Leslie. “Studio personnel 
only.” 

“Why, | don’t know where | am,” the man laughed at 
himself. “Could y’all point me in the right direction?” 

Leslie eyed the man and then his truck and then he 
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smiled. “l'Il do better than that. l'Il take you there.” 
“Why, thank you,” said Stuart. 
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Once he'd made his way through the correct gate and 
taken up two compact car spaces with his truck, Stuart lay 
his arm across the back of the seat and gave Leslie his 
broadest whitest smile. “You’ve been very helpful.” 

“| live to serve,” said Leslie smiling back. 

“Yall are a helluva lot friendlier than most Hollywood 
people I’ve met.” 

Leslie didn’t drop his smile but he said, “I’m not a dozy 
cow. | Know who you are. Stuart.” 


Stuart didn’t blink. “Call me Derek. I’m flattered that you 
recognized me. Now hold on a minute.” He said, as Leslie 
was about to open the door and disembark. Stuart turned 


the smile up a few watts and said,. “I think you’ve gotten 
the wrong idea about me.” 


“Have 1?” 
“Mebbe you'll let me take you to dinner and explain.” 


Leslie hesitated, then removed his hand from the car door 
handle. “Maybe | will.” 


Chapter Six 


Kate Crandall wasn’t a conspiracy theorist. 


Growing up a black woman in rural America and then 
working for the LAPD, one could imagine that she might 
begin to believe that organizations or even individuals were 
purposely thwarting her or those like her. Her fiancée, a 
district attorney for LA County, would have been able to 
give her ample specific examples of cases that would 
Support such a theory of persecution and prejudice. 


Nevertheless, Kate Crandall believed that the Universe 
shat on people indiscriminately, regardless of race, gender 
or creed. 


And today was her day. 


After four hours interviewing people’ who lied, 
misremembered or simply wasted their time babbling about 
themselves, she and Bill still had the list that Tom Moore had 
provided them to go through. They were able to reach a few 
of the persons by phone and picked up their statements on 
the way back to the station. 


Oddly, most of them seemed upset to hear about Sylvie. 


“I heard about it this morning,” said one actress. “I was 
devastated. She was the only person | could talk to who 
understood.” 


“I don’t mind telling you, I’m totally depressed about it.” 
The actor had been on the track machine when they came 
in. He mopped at his head vigorously. “She was like a 
member of the family, you know? A close friend. Weird, 
since | never even knew her real name.” 


“What a wonderful lady. Do you know if there’s going to be 
a memorial service? | feel like | should do something...” 


“I went to the woman for a reading once. She insisted on 
taping it.” The guy looked like a young buff Brando. He sat 
on a barstool in a tiny Santa Monica studio apartment, 
drinking designer water. “I think she had a little crush on 
me, you know?” 


“But you were suing her for libel,” Bill protested. 


“Oh, that,” the man had a disarming smile which he kept 
aiming at Kate. “I’m sure we could have come to some sort 
of understanding. I’m easy.” 


“The fortune-teller? Yes | had a reading with her.” The man 
cleaned the ice cream from his arm with a towel and pushed 
his paper hat back, revealing a receding hairline. “She 
wasn’t that good, you know? Predicted an acting job offer in 
the next few months. What am I gonna do if she’s wrong? 
Sue?” 


Bill scribbled studiously in his notebook as if the fortune- 
teller’s ratings with her clients were an important clue. 


“You were part of a suit to suppress the movie?” 


The actor smiled. “Hey, that’s how it’s done, right? It’s all 
publicity.” 

Kate looked at Bill and then said, curiously, “So you didn’t 
really mind the secrets you'd told Ms. Black being made into 
a movie?” 


The man laughed. “What, how I’ve got two women 
chasing me? Nope. Just makes me sound like some kind of 
stud. Besides, she probably used pretend names. And a 
Griffen film? Man, | couldn’t believe my luck! My agent’s 


been trying to get Griffen on the horn since we heard the 
news. Maybe they'll let me try out for a role.” 


“Sylvie Black was the most popular woman in town,” said 
Kate. “Nobody wanted her dead.” 


They were on Sunset, searching for Angie Dyste’s address, 
as she spoke. 


“That can’t be the place, can it?” said Bill. It was an older 
building, right on the boulevard, with gorgeous carved stone 
buttresses and marble tile in the lobby. A doorman asked 
their business and directed them to a posh elevator. 


“Expensive taste,” said Kate. 


Angie Dyste met them at the door as if she’d been 
expecting them. 


“Yes, | knew Sylvie Black.” Ms. Dyste was tall, with white- 
blonde hair that fell over her shoulders in perfect, shining 
waves. A green velour designer track suit hugged every 
bone of a body that was painfully thin, except for substantial 
firm bosoms and large hands which she kept tucked under 
her armpits. She shivered and the white hairs on her 
forearms stood up. 


“It’s chilly out here,” said Kate. “Why don’t we come 
inside so you can close the door?” 


Ms. Dyste looked her up and down. Kate imagined that in 
those few seconds, Angie Dyste correctly added up the cost 
of Kate’s entire wardrobe. “Sure.” She led them into a tiny 
studio apartment. She appeared to have half her belongings 
packed, and suitcases on the bed opened and full of folded 
clothes. 


“You're moving?” 


“I was going to move back to Chicago. But I’m rethinking 
now. | may have options here in town worth exploring.” 


Bill brought out his tape recorder and explained the 
interview process to her. Angie gave them a good alibi for 
the night in question. At the crew party, she’d surrounded 
herself with loyal friends, and afterwards spent several 
hours with those same friends at Jerry’s Deli, dishing on 
everyone else. She produced a receipt from the restaurant 
to prove it. 


“I save them for tax purposes,” she explained. 


“Witnesses say you and Ms. Black had argued recently,” 
said Bill. “Can you tell me what that was about?” 


“It was a misunderstanding.” Angie shrugged lazily. “One 
of those stupid clerical snafus that are always cropping up 
on productions. Sylvie had a print error in her contract and it 
caused her some concern. Griffen wasn’t available to speak 
to her and so, as his assistant, | caught the flak. Comes with 
the job.” 


Kate and Bill had been lied to by professional actors and 
actresses for several hours that day. Angie had nowhere 
near their expertise. 


Bill scribbled in his notebook and, without looking up 
asked, “But we heard that you and James Griffen were 
involved, romantically. You must have been hurt when he 
dumped you and started seeing Sylvie Black” 


“That’s just silly,” said Angie with an overlarge smile. 
“People have such puerile imaginations. My relationship with 
James Griffen was purely professional.” 

“But you knew he was having an affair with Ms. Black, 
didn’t you?” 

“| never saw anything to indicate...” 

“The assistant we met on the lot was a step ahead of 
everything his boss did,” said Bill. “You must have not been 
very good at your job if you didn’t notice Griffen having an 
affair.” 


“I was a great assistant,” snapped Angie. “But | tried not 
to pay attention.” 

“So you did know?” 

She studied the manicure on her large hand. Her nails 
were perfect. “James Griffen is married to some she-dragon 
from a rich Japanese family. Everyone is scared to death of 
the bitch. Including James, the poor man.” 

“You didn’t get along with her?” 

“I’ve never met her but I’ve heard stories.” Angie seated 
herself on a plush white sofa. Her cell phone, on the glass- 
topped coffee table in front of her, kept buzzing and chirping 
as messages arrived. 

“Do you need to take those calls?” asked Bill. 

“I can return them later.” 

“You seem very popular,” Kate said, smiling in a friendly 
way. 

Angie laughed. “That’s the industry for you. Last week, | 
was persona non grata and now l'm the latest thing.” 

“Why is that?” asked Bill. 

Angie’s gaze dropped away from his to a pile of 
magazines on the table. “Who knows? It’s a crazy business.” 
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“I like her for it,” said Kate, as they drove away. 


“You just didn’t like the way she looked at your shoes,” 
said Bill, but he’d moved the crew members who could 
corroborate Ms. Dyste’s alibi to the top of their interview list. 


“She doesn’t look like a rapist,” Kate allowed. “And the 
shoe prints they found were definitely a man’s size eleven- 
ish.” 

“Those could have been a reporter’s. Stewart was in the 
room. And we're going to find out Ms. Black wasn’t raped,” 
said Bill. “That scene was staged.” 


“You seem really sure of that.” 
“Yas,” 


“You have information you haven’t told me about?” Her 
tone was casual but Bill heard the underlying tension in her 
voice. 


“Of course not,” he said. 


Kate just cast him a look as she turned into the station 
parking lot. She found a space, threw the car into park and 
swore. “Turner, the press are everywhere.” 


The one story station house did seem to be buried under a 
mound of agitated, camera wielding reporters. Bill and Kate 
elbowed their way inside where the desk sergeant greeted 
them with a wide smile and told them they were “just in 
time” to see what was apparently the third repetition of the 
breaking news on the “Psychic to the Stars Brutal 
Homicide.” 


On the screen, the camera panned over Kate and Bill, 
looking like idiots just for being there; and then Stuart’s big 
face leaned into the camera announcing “Sylvie Black, 
whose new book Secrets and Lies was set to be a Griffen 
Productions film, has been brutally murdered in her 
Hollywood Hills psychic boutique.” At this point, the camera 
panned over the actual crime scene, showing the gory 
corpse, the table. Everything. 


A general scream of outrage rose up from the midst of 
homicide. 


“Nicely contained crime scene,” said the desk sergeant. 
He made as if to write on an invisible pad with an invisible 
pen. “How’d you do it?” 

“Crandall! Turner!” And then, that voice, bellowing her 
name in that particular way, was the last straw to Kate’s 
unhappy day. 


The chief of detectives was a disagreeable, bitter man 
who only smiled when the staff photographers shot his 
picture for the annual employee news and internet sites. 


His mouth had the permanent downward droop of a large 
mouthed bass. And his eyes were fish-like, too. Darting back 
and forth in that scanning paranoid way that the eyes of 
prey did. Except the man was definitely a predator. Capable 
of snapping up and digesting any detective working under 
him so quickly that only the litter of drifting reg forms and 
phone messages would be seen in his or her wake. 


She’d felt his short, saw-like teeth on her ass when she’d 
first arrived. And she’d been a little concerned, when first 
assigned Bill, that the assignment of a partner with a rep for 
oddness and a series of disgruntled partners was just 
another way of tripping her up. 


Maybe it had been, but when she and Bill had begun 
solving cases. Inexplicable, complex and_ potentially 
unsolvable cases. The credit for the pairing had, of course, 
gone back to their chief. You’d think he’d like her for that. 
She doubted that he did. 


Smith hunched over his desk, gnawing at an unlit cigar 
like an angry bear. “This case is a circus already,” he said as 
if he held them responsible. 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Our media relations liaison wants to issue a press release 
immediately. Go talk to them.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Are we going to ask RHD to step in, sir?” asked Kate. 

Smith’s eyebrows went up and down as if pulled by wires 
and the cigar between his teeth jumped. “We’ll see about 
that. The coroner said prelim found teeth marks and signs of 
sexual activity just before death. Given the way the victim 
was posed, we've called in an FBI profiler. He’ll be here in 
the morning. Have your reports ready by then.” 


They'd interviewed over one hundred people thus far. 
“Yes, sir.” 

“You talk to the boyfriend?” 

“No one seems sure there was one, sir,” said Kate dryly. 


“There’s a rumor about the director, James Griffen,” Bill 
told him. 


Smith grimaced. “Until it’s more than a rumor, make sure 
you don’t repeat that to anyone. Last thing | need is that 
lawyer up my ass again. Talk to the woman’s neighbors. 
Somebody has to have seen her with somebody. And we’ve 
been receiving calls about your mysterious 911 caller since 
the first broadcast. Seems everyone knows somebody who 
matches the description.” 


“Yes sir.” 


“And we’ve had several psychics volunteer to assist us. 
Humor a couple of them and return their calls, why don’t 
you?” 

Smith removed the cigar from his mouth and scratched his 
head with the hand holding it. A flake of tobacco fell into his 
Sparse gray hair. There were a few other similar flakes there 
and both Bill and Kate knew that before he went home, his 
entire head might be littered with the bits that no cop in his 
or her right mind would dare point out. “I’ve put a rush on 
the autopsy,” he said. “And Barret and Ortiz are at your 
service. Let them pick up some of the interviews for you. 
Ortiz is taking the Detective’s exam next month, we may as 
well see how he handles it.” 


Kate’s eyes met Bill’s. “Thank you, sir.” 


“When we issue a statement, we want to have something 
to say,” said Smith. “See that we do.” 
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As Kate and Bill walked back to their desks, the television 
in the corner of the station cut from the news to another 


‘special broadcast’. Derek Stuart stood outside the Universal 
Studios lot, holding a fat mike. “New break in the psychic to 
the stars murder case,” he said. The camera panned the 
security gate through which Kate and Bill had entered. A 
flying Chiron across the screen proclaimed, ‘Sylvie Black, 
author of Secrets and Lies.’ The camera cut back to Stuart. 
“Sources close to the studio say that Ms. Black had been 
receiving death threats and demands that she suppress 
Secrets and Lies.” At this point, another Chiron of the book 
name and then the actual book cover were thrown up on the 
screen. Stuart’s voice-over asked, “Was Ms. Black murdered 
to keep someone's secrets buried?” 


Kate tsked. “The film will be even more popular now.” 
Even as she said the words, she heard herself and she and 
Bill exchanged a look across their shared desks. 


“Maybe the studio assistant had something there,” said 
Bill. 


Kate snatched up her cell phone and dialed Tom Moore’s 
number. 


“We should bring him in for obstruction,” growled Bill. 


Kate shook her head. “Hello, Mr. Moore, this is Detective 
Crandall,” her voice dripped honey and a twang that she 
seemed able to produce at will. “We met this afternoon. 
Thank you sir, yes, we’ve made quite a bit of progress. But 
something has come to our attention...” 


Bill watched in amusement as Kate gave Moore a verbal 
ass whooping. He sometimes thought that if there were a 
Heaven and if, by some oversight, he made it to the gates, 
he would assuredly be stopped there by someone very 
much like Kate Crandall. It wasn’t that Kate was a hardass. 
Far from it. It was that she was so fucking right all the time. 


“I’m sure you've heard how important the first 48 hours of 
a homicide investigation are...” 


She listened to Moore’s response, patiently. And then said, 
“I'd hate to think you gave us that list of Supposed suspects 
to purposely put us off track, sir. Especially since your client, 
James Griffen, has made himself so difficult to... I’m sorry? 
You didn’t know? We haven’t been able to reach him. And, 
added to this apparent obstruction—” 

Of course, the word ‘obstruction’ caused a violent reaction 
from Moore, to which Kate patiently listened, looking over at 
Bill and smiling, tight lipped. 

“Yes, sir, | know how hard it is to follow up with staff. Of 
course you did.” 

Bill didn’t know if he should fear her or build her a little 
Shrine. 

She hung up. “We have an appointment with James Griffen 
at his estate tomorrow at eight a.m. Moore asked that he be 
present. Under the circumstances, | thought it would be 
fair.” 

“Fair?” God help the man who sought Justice from Kate, 
thought Bill. If it were up to him, he’d beg for Mercy. His cell 
phone rang. “Turner.” 

“I was hoping this was still your number,” drawled a voice. 

Bill glanced at Kate. “What do you want, Stuart?” 

“You remember me? I’m flattered. Do you have a suspect 
in the Sylvie Black murder case yet?” 

“I’m sure our media relations officer would love to talk to 
you. Do you have his number?” 

“It was just a friendly question, Turner. Don’t get your 
undies in a bunch.” 

Kate pantomimed that she wanted Bill to place the call on 
speaker but he pretended not to understand her. 

“We've been watching you dirtying our investigation. You 
look good, Stuart. Botox?” 


“I’m probably further along solving your case than you, 
anyway,” said Stuart. 


“You probably are,” admitted Bill, calmly. “I have to 
respect citizens’ privacy and proceed with due diligence. 
Can be time consuming.” 


“Shame,” said Stuart. “I do what | can in the pursuit of 
justice. Even if it steps on toes.” 


“Yeah, I’ve noticed.” 


This earned him one of Stuart’s barking laughs. “I think it 
would benefit us both to work together on this one.” 


Bill didn’t honor this with a reply. 


“I've heard an interesting rumor about Sylvie Black and 
the famous James Griffen,” said Stuart. 


“What'd you hear?” 


“Oh, blackmail and adultery. The stuff that soap operas 
and ‘Entertainment Today’ exposés are made of.” 


“Who’s your source?” 

“You know | can’t tell you that.” 

“Well, you could. And then maybe we could investigate it 
properly.” 

“That pesky due diligence again, huh, Turner?” 

“It’s a curse,” said Bill. 


“Well, as you know, | like to work with the LAPD when | 
can. Hands across the water and all that.” 


“We appreciate that.” 


“And maybe you can help me. I’ve been meaning to do a 
follow-up story on the Garfield High murder. It’s an open 
unsolved still, isn’t it Turner? Your one failure. Maybe l'Il get 
another interview with that teacher who was friends with 
the deceased. What was his name?” 

Bill picked up a pencil and began tapping it against the 
edge of his desk. “I don’t remember.” 


“No? I’m surprised to hear that. Oh, | remember his name 
now. Christopher Pell.” 


Bill closed his eyes and counted to ten. 

“You ever talk to him, Bill?” 

“Fuck off, Stuart,” said Bill, and disconnected. 

“Well, | can see that that went well,” said Kate. 

Bill could feel the blood thumping at the top of his skull. 
“What the hell is the beef between you two?” asked Kate. 
“| already told you.” 


Kate just gazed at him across the paperwork. It made Bill 
want to duck beneath his desk. 

“If it’s affecting the case. | have a right to know.” 

“It’s not affecting the case.” Bill got control of himself and 
said, “Stuart just repeated the gossip about Griffen having 
an affair with Sylvie Black. And he says Griffen was being 
blackmailed. But he wouldn’t divulge his source.” 

“Christ. It’s like a goddamned soap opera,” said Kate. “l 
keep waiting for the amnesia victim to appear. Or the long 
lost twin.” 

“Funny you should mention it. | have a message here from 
someone claiming to be James Griffen’s illegitimate son.” 

Kate started playing with her hair again. Bill had given her 
his digital camera and she paged through the crime scene 
photos with her other hand and said, “You know, the way 
the body is arranged, the blood on the walls, that weird 
scribbling, it’s like something you’d see in a movie.” 

“Staged,” Bill said again. 

“You're really sure of that, aren’t you?” said Kate. 

“Oh yeah. Definitely.” 


“Always pisses me off when a murderer thinks he’s 
clever.” 


“He?” 


“Only men are that arrogant,” said Kate. She gave him a 
Sharp look. “I’ve got your back, you know.” 


He couldn’t even look at her, so he pretended to search 
for his cigarettes instead. “I know.” He stood. “Il need a 
smoke.” 
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Hours later, Bill hit save and while his computer absorbed 
the information, looked at his watch. It was almost midnight. 
“We're meeting Griffen at eight a.m. You want to call it a 
night?” 

Kate nodded, and pulled her handbag from a drawer. “So 
l'Il pick you up at seven a.m.?” Since Bill didn’t like to drive, 
she often picked him up from his place. 


The movement of Bill’s pencil stopped. “I'll meet you 
here.” 


Kate eyed him thoughtfully as she buttoned her coat. 
“Okay,” she said. And she left. 


Chapter Seven 


Jeremy’s production day wrapped late. 


Becket was almost audibly calculating the budget as 
Jeremy navigated Becket’s studio golf cart down the steep 
curving hill back to the tiny bungalow with the production 
offices in it. 

“We'll be working late the rest of the week,” said Becket 
darkly. When Becket said ‘we’ he meant the union crew. He 
and Jeremy worked late every night. But they were salaried 
so that didn’t matter. “Griffen and DePaul...” Becket shook 
his head. He reached into his pocket and brought out a pill 
bottle, which, Jeremy was relieved to see, contained 
antacids. There had been a couple of weeks there when the 
bottles Becket removed from his coat pocket had contained 
a prescription for Xanax. Jeremy knew because he’d snuck a 
peak at the bottle, once, while Becket was in the boy’s 
room. The dosage recommended had been one third what 
Jeremy suspected Becket consumed. 


“It’s not your fault,” said Jeremy automatically. As if that 
mattered. Becket’s job was to make sure that nothing held 
up the production schedule. Even acts of God. A capricious 
star shouldn’t be a problem for him. “Those last takes 
worked, didn’t they?” 


“| believe so.” 
“Leslie said that detective seemed satisfied.” 


Becket rubbed his eyelids with shaking fingers. “Dear God, 
I'd almost forgotten.” 


“The whole lot is talking about it.” 
“What are they saying?” 


Becket belonged to that firmament of people around 
whom ordinary studio personnel knew better than to gossip. 
One of Jeremy’s duties was to keep Becket apprised of 
anything that might become a problem. “Well, Frank said his 
wife... you know his wife? She’s always having weird dreams 
that predict box office? Well, he said she said there’s a dark 
cloud hanging over our production.” 


This was laughable, of course, but Frank was a principal on 
the production and so his wife’s dire warnings would have to 
be dealt with diplomatically. “I'll talk to Frank,” said Becket. 


“Leslie and Adam were arguing about whether this makes 
her predictions null and void.” 


“Well, that’s horrible. However, there’s a certain comfort 
in Knowing that production PA’s can still reduce everything 
to the most superficial level.” 


“There’s a ton of gossip about the movie, of course. | 
heard a rumor,” Jeremy carefully omitted the source of the 
rumor, “that this was an attempt to keep Secrets and Lies 
from going into production.” 


Becket produced a tired smile. “I'll tell you something that 
isn’t common knowledge. | ghost wrote Secrets and Lies 
with Sylvie. So, they’d have to come after me as well, 
wouldn’t they?” 

Now that was a worrisome thought. “So you were 
friends?” asked Jeremy 

“Not really. We communicated for the most part through 
James. | knew her well enough to be saddened, though. She 
was the type of woman who might come to a violent end, as 
they say. Impulsive, emotional, and given to unwise 
alliances.” 

“Are they still going to make Secrets and Lies?’ 

Becket’s head turned away as he spoke, “I’m afraid so.” 


“Isn't that good news?” Jeremy braked, parking the cart in 
front of a row of old bungalows. 


“| suppose so. The movie will make billions, probably. It’s 
the sort of prurient hogwash that does,” said Becket, 
climbing out of the cart. “You didn’t hear me say that, by 
the way.” 


“Of course not.” 


Becket led the way up a cobblestone path, around flats of 
metal containers, and through a narrow wooden door with 
window glass in it that rattled when he unlocked it. “Home 
sweet bungalow,” he said, tossing his clipboard on a desk 
piled a foot high with paperwork. 


Jeremy reached over a speaker and turned on the desk 
lamp. Its halogen glow revealed a ten-by-ten foot room. A 
window masked by Venetian blinds and peeling stickers 
from vendors: CineFilm, EFilm, Avid, as well as vendors who 
were now part of the history of Hollywood technology: 
Moviola and Technicolor Printing. 


The desk was expansive and Jeremy had once bothered to 
discover that underneath the heaps of script rewrites, 
production schedules and casting files, it was solid heavy 
teak. It supported an ancient humming PC with a cycling 
screensaver of the beaches of Maui. As far as Jeremy knew, 
Becket had never been to Maui. As far as Jeremy knew, 
Becket had never taken any kind of vacation whatsoever. 


It was as if the man came with the office. When he’d first 
seen it, Jeremy had thought it pathetic and shabby, but in 
the past year on the lot he’d learned how prestigious it was 
for anyone to have their own office, let alone one with a 
private entrance and one’s name on the door. There was a 
permanence to it that Hollywood execs abhorred. It was a 
measure of Becket’s skills that he was esteemed highly 
enough to warrant an office, albeit a tiny crowded one. 


Now Becket staggered across the small space, neatly 
Skirting the littered coffee table and throwing his body on 
the plush worn black leather couch that rested up against 
the wall under an enormous poster made from a print of the 
Fox back lot in nineteen thirty-six. 


“Christ, what a day,” he said, tilting his head back and 
closing his eyes. 

Jeremy looked down at the man lying before him. Becket, 
at rest, appeared much younger than his thirty-five years. 
Besides the dark skin under his eyes, which really only 
made him look tormented and interesting, his face was 
unlined and, when relaxed, almost boyish. Jeremy had never 
seen him less than immaculate. Simple but well-made 
clothes. Tailored slacks. The slacks covered long muscled 
thighs and revealed an obvious swelling against one 
inseam. Jeremy felt an answering twinge. 


Becket looked up, a crease in his forehead and his eyes 
tired. “Jeremy. Thanks for staying.” 


“Leslie’s handling the telecine. He’s getting pretty good at 
it.” 

Becket leaned forward, burying both hands in his hair. 
“This fucking business,” he said, apparently randomly. 


Jeremy knew this cue and went for the top shelf of the file 
cabinet to bring down the glass and bottle of bourbon there. 
“One lump or two?” he asked. 


Becket looked at the bottle. Looked up at Jeremy. “Two.” 


Jeremy poured and put the glass on the table. “Drink.” He 
went back to the desk and sat; booting up the ancient 
computer. He opened Becket’s emails and began paging 
through them. Two of them were from someone with the 
email name ‘dearjohn’ with the subject ‘Thai Thursday?’. 


He controlled the urge to delete them. “It looks like Griffen 
has sent new sides,” he told Becket. 


When Becket didn’t answer, Jeremy twisted around to look 
at him again. His boss still sat in his habitual ‘Thinker’ 
position, the untouched glass of bourbon on the table before 
him. “How long have we been working together, Jeremy?” 

Startled, Jeremy said, “Three months. This production. 
About a year altogether.” 

“I hardly know anything about you.” 

Jeremy swiveled the desk chair completely around and 
regarded Becket. “Are you okay?” 

“Christ, of course not,” said Becket, his head still in his 
hands. “You feel like dinner?” 

Jeremy took a minute to react. “What?” 

“Let me take you out to dinner.” Becket smiled and shook 
his head at Jeremy’s expression. “I do on occasion go out to 
dinner, Jeremy.” 

Jeremy had been fairly certain that Becket never went 
anywhere. “Okay.” 

“What do you like to eat?” 


“You should get some protein in your system,” said 
Jeremy. “Not heart attack protein either. So, seafood?” 


Becket gave him a peculiar look. “Not my question, 
exactly, but seafood is fine.” 


Jeremy looked down at himself. A day of running in the 
heat with various objects clutched to his chest always made 
him grubby and wrinkled. “Someplace casual.” 

“I know just the place,” said Becket, standing and 
grabbing his coat and the purse-like messenger bag he 
carried. “C’mon.” 


Chapter Eight 


Becket Russell owned a silver Audi convertible with a deep 
red leather interior that Jeremy was convinced came with a 
renewable new car smell. They zoomed up Pacific Coast 
Highway and pulled off at a wayside restaurant across the 
road from Malibu Beach. 


The Pelican’s Nest was a surfer hangout that became so 
popular it could have become a real five-star restaurant, but 
all the owner did was add more tiered outdoor decks with 
picnic tables, night lights, and a larger parking area. 


Jeremy and Becket shared their table under a bug zapper 
with a trio of aggressive and battle-worn seagulls who eyed 
their heaps of shrimp but didn’t dare to try to steal 
anything. Becket turned off his BlackBerry and set it on the 
table. “Let’s go off the grid for an hour,” he said to Jeremy. 


Reluctantly, Jeremy unhooked the Bluetooth from his ear 
and switched off his phone. His ear felt weirdly naked. “I told 
Megan to call me,” he said, gazing wistfully at his phone 
where it lay next to Becket’s. 

“She can leave a message.” 

Jeremy had the satisfaction of seeing Becket put away a 
good half-pound of shrimp before he spoke again. 

“A week to go and then we sit in airconditioned rooms 
eating grapes and bagels,” Becket said happily. The mix 
crew generally treated the production staff like visiting 
royalty. 

“Like the gods,” said Jeremy. “With bigger egos, of 
course.” 


Becket laughed and twirled a curly fry in ketchup. He let 
his eyes scan the moonlit stretch of beach and Pacific Ocean 
on the other side of the highway. “God, sometimes | forget 
how lucky we are.” 


Jeremy shook his head. “I never forget.” You live in a 
Shelter with your father for a week and you never take 
anything for granted again. 


Becket studied him. “You’ve never told me your story.” 
“My story?” Jeremy tossed a curly fry to a seagull. 


“Everyone has a story about how they came to work in the 
industry. What’s yours?” 


Jeremy felt his cheeks warming. He had several stories 
that he told when asked this question. “I heard it was the 
best place to meet shallow, rich men,” he said. 


“Seriously.” And Becket did look serious. His normally 
cynical aloof gaze now friendly and interested. “I wouldn’t 
have asked if | didn’t want to know.”. 


“The truth is actually pretty shabby,” Jeremy admitted. 
“My father was sick most of his life. When he died, it cost 
more than he was worth to bury him.” 


“I’m sorry,” said Becket. “What was he sick with?” 


“Depression, | guess. And alcoholism. And life in general. 
He was an artist, you know. A comic book artist. He drank 
himself to death.” The words sounded like an overblown 
cliché in his own ears. Jeremy shook his head. “See, you 
either tell the truth and sound dramatic or you make up a 
funny story.” 

“I appreciate you telling me the truth, then,” said Becket. 
“Was your mother not in the picture?” 

“She died when | was a baby. It was just me and my dad,” 
Jeremy paused. He rarely shared this much with other 
people. “We took turns being the grownup.” 

“nh” 


“He died during my senior year of high school. | held down 
two jobs while finishing film school. | was never a scholar 
and, to tell the truth, the film industry looked like the best 
place to make a decent living.” 


“I’ve seen your student reel, Jeremy. You are overlooking 
your inherent talent.” 


It warmed some empty little cold spot deep inside of 
Jeremy to hear this, but he just shrugged, making a face. 
“Learned it all from books and observation.” 


“AS did we all,” said Becket. 


Jeremy suddenly felt intensely self-conscious. “Anyway. 
Here | am.” He popped another shrimp into his mouth. “How 
about you?” 


“Oh, | burst from a film can,” said Becket lazily. 


“Seriously,” said Jeremy, doing a decent imitation of the 
searching gaze Becket had leveled on him. 


Becket opened his mouth, obviously to say something 
sarcastic, and then seemed to think better of it. 


“Believe it or not, | was a writer. One of those pretentious 
self-important writers who produce things nobody can read.” 


Jeremy had been interested enough to pay attention 
whenever Becket Russell was discussed amongst the crew. 
“I’ve heard you’re some kind of genius.” 


“There’s no such thing as genius. | have the ability to work 
hard and, perhaps, the enormous ego to persist.” His mouth 
twisted in a sour smile. “You know, when my agent first 
called to tell me that James Griffen had asked her about me, 
| said ‘who’?” 

“You're kidding.” 

Becket shook his head. “I was an artiste. | watched 
independent films in foreign languages and documentaries. | 
hadn’t gone to a theater to be merely entertained in ages. | 
imagined | would never stoop to mingle with the common 


hordes. But when she called | thought, what the hell, the 
guy might be good for a free meal.” 


Jeremy grinned, imagining James Griffen confronted by a 
man who didn’t worship him. 


“PIL spare you the story of our courtship. You'd 
undoubtedly find it tediously predictable and romantic. 
Suffice to say, I'd kill for the man.” Becket had long ago 
stopped addressing Jeremy. He spoke thoughtfully, chin on 
one hand, looking out over the Pacific Ocean. 


“Courtship?” said Jeremy lightly. He twirled a shrimp in 
cocktail sauce. 


Becket’s gaze came back to the table, and he 
straightened. “Platonically speaking, of course. The 
seduction was so complete, he may as well have taken me 
to his bed. His aesthetic vision. His sensibility. There are 
very few real artists in our profession. James is a singular 
being. If any man could have lured me into the dirty world of 
filmmaking it was James Griffen.” Becket snagged the last 
curly fry. “And of course the money is fabulous.” 


Jeremy didn’t know how to respond to this. They finished 
their meal in relative silence. “So, boss. We done for the 
night?” 

Becket’s smile twisted. “I’m not. | have a pile of work at 
home. Let’s have them box this up and take it to my place.” 


“Oh.” said Jeremy. To the best of his knowledge, Becket 
wasn’t in the habit of inviting crew to his home. 


“Unless you have other plans,” said Becket. 

“Not really,” said Jeremy, carefully casual. 

“I have files uploading at home that I have to review,” said 
Becket. “And | could use your help.” 

Oh. “Sure,” said Jeremy, picking up his BlackBerry and 
pulling out the stylus. “What will | need?” 


“Just bring your brilliant self,” said Becket, standing and 
stretching, joints cracking as he did so. “You can sleep 
over.” 


Jeremy would have gulped if his tongue weren’t glued to 
the roof of his mouth. He nodded. 
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The Audi’s satellite radio spilled easy jazz into its 
passengers ears as they zoomed down the freeway and up 
the canyon roads towards Becket’s house. 


They parked on a circle of ground scooped out of a 
hillside, beneath heavy peeling Eucalyptus trees whose bark 
shown pale in the moonlight. Becket led him up a set of 
steep winding wooden stairs to a narrow porch and low 
doorway. “It’s not much,” he apologized as he pushed open 
the door. “But it has a pool.” 


Jeremy knew that any home in this particular part of 
Topanga Canyon had to have cost a million dollars at least, 
even if it were only one room and a pool. 


But Becket’s home proved to be much more than that. He 
led Jeremy through a long front room. He didn’t bother with 
lights, but Jeremy could see a living area with windows to 
his right and a bar to his left. Becket switched on lights as 
they entered a long hallway. Directly in front of them was an 
expansive kitchen. Tiled floors and granite countertops. And 
beyond, through sliding glass doors, the pool. 


Becket swung open a double wide stainless steel 
refrigerator and brought out two bottles of beer. “It cost an 
obscene amount of money,” he told Jeremy. “But | do 
occasionally need to throw parties, so a two bedroom on 
Ventura Boulevard wouldn’t cut it.” 


A statue of Buddha dominated one end of the hall in which 
Jeremy stood. The statue was about five feet high and 
looked like it would weigh a thousand pounds. The floor of 
the hallway was wood planked, with plush oriental rugs that 


looked both old and authentic to his untrained eyes. As 
Becket led him down the hallway he spotted two more 
furnished rooms. All very tasteful and tidy, and not at all like 
the office of the man he had come to know. 


“I had it done by Griffen’s decorator,” said Becket, as if 
he’d read Jeremy’s thoughts. “And this is my home office.” 


The room looked so much more like one that Becket would 
occupy, it made Jeremy smile. A mess of papers and books 
on every surface. Old posters leaning against a wall. An 
ancient computer, its monitors perched precariously on 
Shelves surrounded by more books and periodicals. 


“Dear God, is that a smile? Most people scream in horror 
when they see how | work,” said Becket. He touched 
Jeremy’s arm with the cold beer bottle. “Here.” 


“Thanks.” Jeremy didn’t know what he was supposed to do 
next. Becket leaned in the doorway, watching him as if the 
next move were his. 


Of course, when Leslie teased Jeremy about Becket, he 
had no idea that Jeremy had already succumbed to 
temptation. Or that Jeremy fantasized about Becket, all too 
frequently, alone in his studio bed. 


Leslie would have screamed in horror if he knew. And then 
he would have sternly forbidden Jeremy to ever repeat his 
performance on the floor of that trailer. No matter how badly 
he wanted to. 


“Well,” said Becket, stretching like a cat, so that his back 
made a cracking noise. “We may as well get to work.” 


And any fantasies Jeremy might have entertained were 
immediately smothered by a mountain of printouts he found 
himself sorting on the floor of Becket’s home studio. They 
ate takeout while working, Becket receiving calls and 
wandering out of the room to take them. His smooth tenor 
carried through the walls as Jeremy dutifully separated and 
stapled and highlighted lines with marking pens. He, 


himself, had had a slew of calls to answer the moment he’d 
turned on his BlackBerry. The first he returned was Leslie’s, 
who had somehow found out the time of Sylvie Black’s 
death. “Midnight to two a.m. And, according to the 
transportation clerk, every soul on the crew was tucked into 
bed by then,” said Leslie. “You don’t have to worry.” 


“Are you sure about that time?” Jeremy didn’t like being 
told not to worry. 


“| got the info from a very reliable source,” Leslie assured 
him. Jeremy would have questioned him further, but Leslie 
only wanted to talk about his latest crush. 


“He looks like Robert Redford, Jeremy. | swear | thought 
he’d been dropped from Heaven!” 


“What did he want?” 


“He was lost. Had Gate Two instead of Gate Three. They’re 
always getting confused.” 


Jeremy nodded; listening as he went through a line script. 


“So | hopped into his big yippeekayay cowboy truck and 
he drove me to the other gate. And then he asked me out to 
dinner.” 


“Good for you, Leslie.” 

“Um, there is something I should tell you though, Jeremy.” 

“Would you like a nightcap?” Long, handsome, bare feet 
appeared on the floor next to the pages Jeremy had been 
collating. Completely distracting him. 

“Jeremy?” 

“Uh, yeah, what were you saying Leslie?” It looked like 
Becket had professional pedicures. Jeremy’s gaze scanned 
up and saw that Becket had changed into loose sweatpants. 

“Jeremy? You aren’t still at work, are you?” said Leslie. 

Jeremy considered telling Leslie where he was, but as 
quickly discarded the notion. “Yes, I’m still working.” 


“That man is a monster. | don’t know why you put up with 
it.” 

Jeremy’s gaze traveled up the sweatpants. Past territory 
he would have loved to linger on but dare not. Becket had 
donned a t-shirt as well. His hair was damp and he wore a 
sardonic smile. “I’ve got to go, Leslie,” said Jeremy. And 
hung up. 

“I might have something better than beer around here 
somewhere,” said Becket. 


“My boss says | have to make a five a.m. call,” said 
Jeremy. “So I'd better not.” 


“Your boss needs to lighten up. And you can tell him so for 
me,” 


Jeremy stood, his limbs unfolding painfully after having 
been bent for over an hour on the floor. His gaze was 
practically level with Becket’s. “Lighten up,” said Jeremy. 


Becket half-smiled. His eyes read Jeremy’s. 
“Sure, l'Il have something,” said Jeremy. 


“Good man.” Becket led him to the front of the house 
proper where a long teak wet bar, its bright brass trim 
glowing in the recessed lights, held a refrigerator from 
which Becket brought ice. 


“Bourbon,” said Becket, “is my drink of choice. What 
about you?” 


“The same would be fine.” Jeremy perched on a barstool. 
Becket came around the bar and sat in the chair next to 
Jeremy’s. Their knees touched. 


“To getting paid to make art,” Becket toasted. He and 
Jeremy clinked glasses and sipped something that seemed 
to Jeremy’s uneducated palate just a little smoother than 
your average Jack Daniels. 


“They pay you?” joked Jeremy. “Man, | have to have a talk 
with my agent.” 


Becket chuckled, already refilling his own glass. “Can | 
refresh your drink?” 


“You're going to get me drunk.” 

“No,” said Becket. “I’m going to get myse/f drunk, and | 
thought you might like to come along for the ride.” 

“Why?” 

Becket shook his head. “Why the hell not?” 

This seemed immaculate logic to Jeremy, and they 
touched glasses again and drank. 

“You know,” mused Becket. “Watching you, | can almost 
remember what it was like.” 

“What?” 

“The devotion and dedication. The excitement of working 
on something you truly believe in.” 

“It’s a living.” 

Becket chuckled. “I’m sorry | threw that curve ball at you 


today. It was all | could do to keep Griffen off the ledge. 
Thanks for dealing with the police.” 


“Becket?” Jeremy bit his lip. He was always very cautious 
about presuming upon the holy ground of Becket and 
Griffen, but he felt he needed to know. “I heard that Griffen 
and Sylvie Black were...” he was afraid to say the words. 

Becket took a sip of bourbon and set down the glass 
before he answered. “James is a happily married man.” 

“Yes, of course. I’m sorry. I—” Jeremy rushed to apologize. 

“But he has his indiscretions. | hope he’ll speak to the 
police before they hear of it from some gossip.” 

“Nobody will say anything,” pledged Jeremy. 

Becket read him thoughtfully. “I hope not.” He poured 
another ounce or so of the amber liquid into Jeremy’s glass. 
“How did the interviews with the police go today?” 


“They wanted to know who Sylvie Black was seeing 
romantically. And they wanted to know about the book.” 


“Interesting,” said Becket. “I wonder what gossip the crew 
spilled?” 

“I tried to make sure nobody said anything about Griffen,” 
said Jeremy. “But Nancy may have said something.” 


“I see. Well, never mind. l'Il deal with Nancy,” Becket gave 
him a wry smile. “You didn’t wire the room, did you?” 


“Of course not!” Jeremy swirled the ice in his glass and 
downed the drink in one gulp. “I had Megan spy for me.” 


Becket laughed. 


The alcohol was working on Jeremy’s exhausted and 
emotionally strung-out body. The low hum of urgency which 
had been driving his body all day now built and centered in 
his cock, seemingly wired to his knees — which Becket kept 
bumping rhythmically. He closed his eyes; the goose bumps 
slid down his neck again. 


“Jeremy.” Becket’s hand on his leg squeezed. “Hey, are 
you feeling alright?” 

“It’s Okay. I’m just tired.” Warmth radiated from Becket’s 
hand, up Jeremy’s leg. Jeremy felt the flush in his neck. 


“I’m working you to death,” said Becket. The hand on 
Jeremy’s knee slid slowly upward. 


Jeremy could feel himself panting. He tried to relax and 
look casual, as if he were accustomed to handsome men 
feeling him up. Becket’s hand found Jeremy’s cock, though, 
which had no desire for pretense, and Becket’s eyes met 
his. 

“Maybe,” said Becket softly, “we should retire to the 
bedroom.” 


Jeremy didn’t trust his voice so he just nodded. Becket 
rose and gestured for Jeremy to follow him, leading him 


down the hallway again to a small room that seemed lit 
from some dancing light outside. 


The pool, thought Jeremy. The lights floated on the walls 
like ghostly dolphins. 


Jeremy had had a lot of dreams come true in the past few 
years. For an orphaned boy who'd sat on the wrong side of 
the desk in a Social Services office, survival alone had 
seemed a miracle of sorts. He’d pinched himself when he’d 
gotten a full-ride scholarship to a fifty thousand dollar a year 
film school. And, unbelievably, a job working for a 
prestigious film maker. 


Dreams, however, are often jarringly unlike reality. The 
film school had not lived up to its hype and he’d discovered 
that most artists are, after all, self-taught. The student loans 
he’d had to take out generated a monthly payment equal to 
that of the mortgage on a small house. The film job was 
exciting but also grueling, cruel, pitiless and terrifying. And 
guaranteed nothing. Every day Jeremy seemed to hear 
another story about some once famous film personality 
found alone and dead in his squalid single room. 


Becket Russell, rich, handsome, ethereal and charming, 
had seemed like one of those unobtainable dreams. And 
now he stood on the other side of a California King sized 
bed, moonlight playing over his body as he pulled off his t- 
shirt and dropped it onto a chair. 


In this case, the reality of Becket, shirtless, was better 
than Jeremy’s dreams. He wasn’t a big man, but his muscles 
were hard and toned. Their shadowed contours on his chest, 
belly and lower arms were blue beneath hair black as that 
on his head. His hips were narrower than Jeremy had 
realized and he wore his slacks slung low, so that the edge 
of his boxers showed above them. Jeremy feared that the 
memory of those boxers peeking above Becket’s waistband 


was going to haunt him every working day for the rest of the 
production. 


Becket looked up from removing his watch , his eyes dark, 
and shadows played around lips bent in a sardonic smile. “l 
hope it isn’t too late to remind you that your job is not 
contingent upon you having sex with me.” 


“I know that,” Jeremy’s voice came out in a harsh whisper. 
Becket’s head tilted slightly. “You’re sure?” 


“I've been fantasizing about this for a month.” The words 
were out of Jeremy’s mouth before he had time to think, and 
surprised a laugh from Becket. 


“Thank God. | was afraid it was only me.” He lay his watch 
down on a dresser and leaned over to fiddle with something 
that resulted in soft jazz filling the room. 


Jeremy forced himself to breathe. Becket had fantasized 
about him? The dream was getting better and better. 


Becket mumbled something to himself. Jeremy heard, “— 
refreshing. It’s been a long time since—” He shook his head, 
smiling. “Never mind. Jeremy—” 


“What?” 
“Would you please get your ass over here?” 


Well, okay, he could walk if he concentrated, and Jeremy 
found his way around the platform on which that wide 
unexplored expanse of California King sized mattress 
waited. 


They were close enough in height that they stood eye to 
eye. Becket’s habitual smile faded a bit as Jeremy 
approached him and his skin, when he wrapped his arms 
around Jeremy, was hot. 


His gaze searched Jeremy’s one more time, and then he 
kissed him. 

They'd kissed before. A light peck in greeting at a party. 
Or, the once, when Becket had thanked Jeremy for the blow- 


job. But this wasn’t a polite thank you. This was a wholesale, 
committed exploration of Jeremy’s mouth. Expert, practiced, 
utterly seductive. So much so that it was a moment before 
Jeremy, lost in that kiss, realized that his shirt was gone, 
that he’d been maneuvered onto the bed. And that Becket’s 
hand was on his zipper. “I’ve got no preferences,” he 
whispered against Jeremy’s lips. “Do you?” 

“N-no.” 

And the reality of what they were doing came to him all at 
once. He’d never. Shut up. He hadn’t. Blow jobs, of course. 
Frequently. Hand jobs on occasion. And a crazed frottage 
session once after a drunken party. It wasn’t the sort of 
thing you kept from your partner. Especially if that partner 
was as experienced as Becket seemed to be. 


“Becket,” he breathed. “1... m not...” 


Becket withdrew his fingers from the waistband of 
Jeremy’s boxers. Eyes smoky dark; his gaze searched 
Jeremy’s. “We aren’t going to do anything you don’t want to 
do.” 


“I want to do this,” Jeremy assured him. “Just—” His 
fingers, traversing Becket’s chest, found a hard nipple and 
Becket inhaled on a hiss of breath. Jeremy grinned and 
tweaked the same nipple and Becket growled and pushed 
Jeremy over onto his back. 


“That’s the ‘on’ switch,” hissed Becket at Jeremy’s ear, 
finding and pushing a half dozen ‘on’ switches on Jeremy’s 
body as he sucked at the spot just below his jaw. 


Becket made love like he did everything, Jeremy realized. 
With practiced, expert, precision. Like he was tuning a car. 
All Jeremy had to do was react as Becket found places on 
him he hadn’t even known he had, turning him on, 
methodically and almost mechanically. 


“Wait. Wait. Wait,” said Jeremy breathlessly, holding him 
at bay. 


Becket stopped immediately. Just stopped dead. Like a 
well-trained dog. 


Jeremy stared at him there in the dim light, breathing 
through his mouth and trying to think. “What? What are 
you...” Feeling? Thinking? 

Becket gazed at him, not moving, just watching. Jeremy 
could feel his brain catching up a bit, and he reached up to 
caress Becket’s face, thumb along his jaw. Those cool eyes 
watched him. When Jeremy arched up and kissed him again, 
Becket responded, once more in fourth gear and all-out. 


Jeremy pushed him away. 

Becket didn’t speak. He just lay there looking at him. 
“We need to talk,” said Jeremy. 

“Why?” said Becket. 

“I’m confused,” said Jeremy. “You...you seem...” 


“Christ.” Becket sat up entirely, then rolled to his feet, 
snatched up his shirt and crossed the room to switch on the 
overhead lights. “This was mistake.” 


While Jeremy blinked in the blinding glare, Becket left the 
room and came back with their drinks. He leaned against 
the bureau, legs crossed, the drink in one hand, 
contemplating Jeremy. 


Jeremy sat up, finding his shirt and pulling it on. With the 
lights on, he could see the entire bedroom. It was simply 
furnished. The large platform bed, low-slung dresser and a 
wooden door that was probably a closet. No pictures or 
personal items on the bureau or walls. Becket’s typical 
disarray, in the form of clothing thrown over chairs, the only 
sign that a human being occupied this room. 


“What do you want, Jeremy?” said Becket. The ice clinked 
in his glass as he drank. 

Jeremy suddenly saw clearly what an ass he was behaving 
and regained his feet, awkwardly, pulling the shirt closed 


around himself. “I should go home. If you’re too tired or 
drunk to drive me, | don’t mind calling a cab.” 


“Jesus,” said Becket. He set down his glass. “Listen, if you 
want to leave, | won’t stop you. But you can’t get a cab at 
this hour. l'Il sleep in the guest room.” He gripped the edge 
of the bureau and glared at his own feet, black brows 
furrowed. “I don’t blame you, okay? No hard feelings.” 


He’d made a complete mess of things, thought Jeremy. 
How bizarre that he could handle the extremes of film 
production so well, but couldn’t manage a simple sexual 
encounter without mucking it up. “It’s not that | want to 
leave,” he said to Becket. He turned away and walked over 
to the window, hugging his body as he tried to think. The 
pool outside twinkled under the stars. Beyond it, a low fence 
and then nothing. As if the house just clung to the side of a 
cliff. Jeremy imagined he could see the edge of the world 
way out there. “What a view,” he said. 


“The view is what you pay for,” said Becket, his voice still 
tight. 

A silence. The wind was rising outside and the shadow of a 
palm frond dipped in front of the moon like a flag. “I’m not 
trying to jerk you around,” said Jeremy. 

“Of course you aren’t. It’s my fault. | should have known.” 


From where he stood, Jeremy could see his own reflection 
in the window. A well-built, young man with mussed hair. 
Behind one shoulder, he could see Becket running a hand 
over his head in that habitual mannerism he used when he 
didn’t know what to do. “I’m not as sophisticated as | 
pretend to be,” Jeremy told him. 


Becket’s image looked up at him, and then he pushed off 
from the bureau and came around the bed to stand behind 
Jeremy. “And I’m a little more sophisticated, as you so 
gallantly put it, than | care to admit.” Jeremy could feel the 


heat of Becket’s body close behind him. “It’s a beautiful 
view in the daytime. On a clear day | can see Catalina.” 


“I’ve never been to Catalina Island,” said Jeremy. He felt 
Becket’s hands land softly on his hips. “Is it true they have 
buffalo running wild there?” 


“We'll have to visit one weekend,” said Becket. 


This was the first time Becket had spoken as if Jeremy 
were more than a one night stand, and Jeremy was 
conscious of his apprehension fading. “I’m a flatlander. | 
can’t believe they build houses on the edge of cliffs like 
this.” 


“The arrogance of Hollywood. Rod Stewart has the 
property just uphill from me.” Becket’s thumbs began 
moving slowly back and forth across Jeremy’s hip bones and 
Jeremy’s entire body, which apparently had not learned 
shame, started shaking with the feeling. 


Becket’s head bent close to Jeremy’s and his mouth 
Skirted Jeremy’s ear. “It’s rumored he keeps Siberian tigers 
as watch dogs.” And he pressed a kiss into the hollow of 
where Jeremy’s neck met his shoulder. 


“Is that legal?” he whispered. 


“It is if you’re Rod Stewart,” said Becket, his breath 
ghosting against Jeremy’s skin “It’s a beautiful night. It 
seems a shame to let it go to waste.” His arms encircled 
Jeremy’s waist and his body pressed into Jeremy’s, hard-on 
more than evident. 


Jeremy turned in the loose circle of Becket’s arms and 
caught his mouth with his own. The kisses and touches 
became serious again. Professional and knowing. But this 
time Jeremy imagined that he felt passion, some kind of 
feeling, in Becket’s touch. 


Once again they worked their way onto the bed. Once 
again, Jeremy’s shirt seemed to melt off his body. He sat up 


and unfastened his pants, shoving them around his hips. 
Becket watched him. “Are you sure?” he said. 


Jeremy nodded. They rolled, pushing off each other’s 
boxers, and Becket addressed every nook and cranny of 
Jeremy’s body. He seemed to wait endlessly before his hand 
found Jeremy’s cock. 


Jeremy was spinning by then. Becket moved over him, 
hand between his legs, mouth on his neck, his belly, 
something inexorable about it all. 


“What do you want, Jeremy?” Becket whispered at his ear. 
The first words either had spoken in, it seemed, hours. 


Becket already lay half across Jeremy’s back, his erection 
thick and warm on Jeremy’s thigh. His words more a request 
than a question. 


Jeremy had already decided. If he was going to lose his 
virtual virginity to any man, he wanted it to be Becket. 
“Yes,” he said, and he spread his legs and rocked towards 
that heavy heat. 


“Tell me if this is too cold.” Slick fingers slid in and out. 
Jeremy felt a yawning ache of want and rocked into the 
sensation. A presence pressing there. And he clutched the 
sheets. 


“Hey,” Becket nuzzling his ear. A kiss. More nuzzling. Then 
his hand, gentle and soothing on Jeremy’s thigh, his 
buttocks. “Relax, there. Easy...” 


It hardly hurt at all. Not really. So amazing. So much unlike 
anything he’d ever felt and the man’s voice at his ears, 
hands on him, gentle, urgent pressure. 


“You feel so good,” Becket whispered now, and Jeremy 
made some acquiescent noise in response. He knew what 
was supposed to happen next. God, he’d read so much porn 
he probably could have minored in it in college. But the 
actual feeling of Becket inside of him was overwhelming 
emotionally as well as physically, and he was crying out in 


little gasps and moans, arching his hips to meet Becket’s 
thrusts, finding Becket’s fingers wrapped in his own and 
gripping them tightly. 

“I’m going to come...” growled Becket, thrusting against 
Jeremy urgently, lifting Jeremy’s hips. And just when Jeremy 
needed something more, Becket’s hand gripped his cock. 
Becket breathed, loud in his ear, as Jeremy’s own orgasm 
started from his belly and spread through his chest. 


The warmth and weight of a man holding him. Kisses at 
the nape of his neck. Becket’s voice, husky. “Jeremy...” 


He rolled over and then Becket’s head was in his neck, 
something odd about the way he held Jeremy, something... 
Jeremy stroked his hair. “Are you okay?” 


Becket chuckled against his neck. “Of course you’d ask 
that.” He raised his head and Jeremy could see the sweat on 
his face, his hair sticking up in spikes all around. Then 
Becket leaned forward and kissed him on the mouth. A quick 
peck and then a lingering soul-felt one. 


Then he leaned back on his elbow and looked at Jeremy 
for what seemed a long time. Jeremy’s eyelids were heavier 
than wet cement. Becket was still watching him when he 
fully lost consciousness. 


Chapter Nine 


At three a.m., the moon shone fully through Becket 
Russell’s bedroom window. Jeremy lay on the bed on his 
belly, arms and legs spread, eyelids moving as he dreamed. 
Beside him Becket, fully awake, watched him sleep, his 
expression that of a man faced with a surprising 
conundrum. The cordless on his nightstand began buzzing 
fiercely and he picked it up, checking the caller ID. 


“Of course,” he said to himself, rising and going out into 
the hall to answer it. “James,” he whispered. “Don’t you 
ever sleep?” 


“Did you see the news?” 

“Which news?” 

“Turn on Channel 4 right now!” Griffen sounded manic, 
insanely angry. 

Becket padded down the hall to his office and switched on 
the television there. 


Channel 4 appeared to be replaying a broadcast. Derek 
Stuart, the reporter for Entertainment Today was leaning 
over an enormous microphone, talking. Below his visage 
was the Chiron: ‘Psychic to the Stars Brutal Murder Update’. 
Becket carefully turned the sound up enough so that he 
could hear it and yet not wake Jeremy. 


“Sources close to the LAPD report that James Griffen, the 
producer and director of Sylvie Black’s up and coming 
movie, Secrets and Lies may have had a relationship with 
the popular psychic...” 

“Where did they get this!” screamed Griffen. “Who’s been 
talking?” 


Becket had to sit down. “I don’t know, James. It’s the 
press. It’s probably just some gossiping...” 


“If Nancy Frazen has been spewing her venomous lies 
again, | swear l'Il find a reason to tear up her contract—” 


“I’m sure it wasn’t Nancy,” lied Becket, hurriedly. 


“That bitch, Dyste, then!” Griffen was breathing hard, but 
at least his volume had dropped to more normal decibels. 


“You don’t know that.” 
“This will make me a suspect.” 


“Well, you have an alibi, don’t you? Who was at your 
house?” 


“Robert. Fucking Robert came over after the party. Oh, my 
God, Becket...” 


“What about your housekeeper?” 

“I... sent her home. So we could have our privacy.” 

Becket leaned forward and covered his eyes with his hand. 
“James, what did you do?” 

“Don’t use that tone with me. Chronological age is 
bullshit. Robert’s just as much an adult as you or I. lIl bet 
his agent is going to use this to renegotiate his contract. 
Becket, Sonyin’s lawyers will castrate me.” 

“Is she still in Tokyo?” 

“She’s been preoccupied by some cousin’s wedding but 
she’s due back next week.” 

“Talk to her before she hears it from the local press, 
James.” Becket frowned, thinking. “Have you called Tom?” 

“Not yet.” 

“Well, call him. He might think it best if you made a 
statement to the police. Preemptively speaking, you know?” 

“And tell them what?” 

“Call Tom. James, if | hadn’t already given them my alibi, 
you know I'd tell them | was there with the both of you. Just 


say that Robert spent the night. If Robert says anything 
else, deny it. Robert has a reputation for instability and 
Sonyin will believe you.” 

“l,..1 can’t lose her, Becket.” 

Becket covered his eyes with his hand. “It’s not fair to 
make me talk about this, James.” 

Griffen was silent for several seconds and then he said. “l 
need you here.” 

“James, it’s...what time is it? I... can’t.” 

A furious silence. 

“What can I do, anyway? Get your lawyer on this, James.” 

Still, James Griffen said nothing. 

“Fine,” said Becket. And disconnected. 

2K OK x 


Rosa Marie finished making the beds in the guest wing 
and entered the smaller sitting room where her employer, 
James Griffen, was finishing a conversation on his cell 
phone. He waved two fingers at her, beckoning. 


“You can go home, Rosa,” he said. 


“| haven't finished,” she told him. The large screening 
room was still littered with drink glasses and the plush 
upholstery needed a good brushing down. 


“You can finish tomorrow,” he said. “I have company 
coming.” 

Rosa was forty-three years old and had two grandchildren. 
Still, Mr. Griffen’s exploits made her blush to contemplate. 
“Si, Senor Griffen,” she said, and hurried to get out of the 
way before she was witness to something she had no wish 
to see. 
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From James P. Griffen’s mountaintop estate, twisting 
Canyon roads descended, like the seasonal mountain 


streams upon which they’d been built, to feed into the 
greater Los Angeles freeways and boulevards. Down one of 
these four-lane boulevards, far enough beneath the smog 
that its porch lights were barely twinkling stars in James 
Griffen’s firmament, the door to a small green condominium 
unit opened. 


The young man who opened the door had obviously not 
been expecting visitors. He wore sweatpants and a Yale T- 
Shirt, his hair pushed up on top of his head by his reading 
glasses, and when he opened the door he stared and said, 
“Oh my God, what’s happened?” 


“Nothing,” said Bill Turner. He glanced up and down the 
street. “You going to ask me in?” 

“Of course.” Christopher backed away from the door and 
Bill stomped through the entryway, perusing the contents of 
the living room with his much practiced, professional eye. 
There were stacks of books on every available surface. 

“This place is a mess,” he said. 

“I wasn’t expecting company,” said Christopher, folding 
his arms. “You said you were busy tonight.” 

“I made time,” said Bill, searching his coat pockets. 

Christopher rubbed his chin, successfully hiding his smile. 
“I’m flattered.” 

Bill drew out a packet of cigarettes and then looked at 
Christopher. 

“Use the ashtray on the balcony.” 

Bill crossed the room, opened the sliding glass door and 
stepped onto the balcony. 

Christopher came over and leaned in the opening of the 
Sliding glass door, arms folded. “It’s conventional to call 
before coming over.” 

Bill lit his cigarette and said around it, “You’re just pissed 
off because | saw your place a mess. Listen, have you heard 


from Derek Stuart?” 
Christopher blinked. “He’s left messages.” 


“Messages?” Bill removed the cigarette from his mouth 
and stared at Christopher. “Plural?” 


“Calm down Bill. | haven’t ta/ked to him.” 


“You should have told me he’s been trying to reach you,” 
said Bill, his voice growing louder. 


“I knew I’d get this reaction if | did and, in case you've 
forgotten, we only recently began talking about anything, 
Bill.” 


As soon as he’d said it, Christopher felt ashamed. “I’m 
sorry,” he said. “That wasn’t fair. | just let his calls go to 
voice mail. | figure he'll get tired and give up.” 


“Derek Stuart never gives up on anything.” 
“Well, then, maybe I should just talk to him.” 


“You can’t!” Bill almost shouted this and Christopher 
thought he saw a neighbor’s light switch on. 


“Keep your voice down,” he whispered. “It’s the middle of 
the night. Why shouldn’t I talk to him?” 


“Why do you think?” 
“Listen Bill, what is the big deal? We had four of your CHP 
officers in our parade last year!” 


“That’s fine for them. This is personal. The guy personally 
wants to stick it to me.” 


Considering the way Bill had behaved toward the reporter 
during the case involving Christopher’s school, it was no 
wonder, thought Christopher. 


“Is this why you came over tonight? To yell at me?” 
“1...” Bill grimaced. “No.” 

“What did you expect me to say?” 

Bill frowned at his feet. 


Christopher sighed. The smoke from Bill’s cigarette was 
circling and seeking a way through the doors into his 
apartment, and he waved it away. 

“I’m cleaning up the kitchen. When you've finished 
smoking, come inside and we can talk.” 

Bill nodded. He looked down at the ashtray on the table. It 
was a Holiday Inn ashtray. “Did you steal that?” he asked. 

Christopher shook his head, and slid the door shut. 
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“Sorry | yelled,” said Bill. 


Bill was a novice at the art of apology and the words came 
out strangled, but Christopher appreciated the effort. “I 
forgive you.” He handed Bill a dishtowel. He was just 
finishing the dishes he’d been washing when Bill had 
knocked. “You know, it’s like dating a spy. The secret knock 
at the door in the wee hours of the night. The handsome 
stranger in the shadows.” He handed Bill a plate to dry. 


Bill’s mouth twisted in an expression of tolerant 
amusement. 

“Literary license in my use of the word ‘dating’, of 
course,” said Christopher. “Don’t get rattled.” 


Bill wiped the plate with the dishtowel. “You can say 


om 


‘dating’. 
“I can?” 
“Christ, lets not start that again, okay? It’s late and I’m 
tired.” 
“And cranky,’ 
he said it. 
They’d just finished the dishes, when Bill decided to check 
out the fit of Christopher’s sweatpants. 


“Hello,” \laughed Christopher, shivering and wriggling and 
working his butt into Bill’s expert grasp. 


r 


muttered Christopher. But he smiled when 


Bill soun him around and bottles rattled as he shoved him 
against the refrigerator during the kiss. 


Christopher laughed against his mouth and Bill made a 
noise deep in his chest, turning Christopher’s chin, gently, 
with two fingers, and deepening the kiss. Their torsos 
moved together, mouths opened. Bill felt the shape of 
Christopher’s jaw with his fingers. Followed it down to his 
neck, down his chest, pulled up the t-shirt. His fingertips 
touched skin. 


Christopher and Bill separated an inch or two. Breathing 
hard. 


Bill growled, his hands getting very definite about their 
agenda now. The sweatpants slid down. Christopher touched 
his face, then his hair, as Bill went to his knees. He gasped 
when Bill took his cock into his mouth and whimpered a 
little until Bill jumped to his feet again. 


“Bedroom.” 


Holding his sweatpants up with one hand, Christopher 
tugged Bill by the hand into the other room. 


“Ow,” Bill said, stumbling in the dark. “What the hell is all 
over your floor?” 


“My books,” whispered Christopher, laughing. “I’ve been 
sorting them,” He catapulted over a stack of them onto his 
bed. 


Bill jumped on top of him, his muscled body like a heavy 
warm comforter. A comforter with an impressive hard on. “l 
think my toe is bleeding.” 

“You probably kicked the Hardy,” said Christopher. This 
idea amused him enough that he was giggling when Bill 
rolled on top of him and covered his smiling mouth with a 
kiss, hands traveling again. 

“Oh, oh Bill, that’s...” Christopher wrapped his arm around 
Bill’s neck so that he could kiss him, one bent leg swinging 


wide as Bill’s hand fondled his balls and then went back to 
his perineum, rubbing. Christopher moaned, eyes closing 
and Bill slid his fingers up to caress the slippery cock head, 
rubbing in firm round circles until Christopher was arching 
into the sensation, ass lifting off the bed. 


Bill rolled him, then slid down and licked a line down 
Christopher’s spine. Christopher’s hips writhed against the 
Sheets. Bill kept on, licking and nibbling until Christopher 
was begging and then he slid his fingers in, rubbing and 
Sliding, until he found that spot and just pressed gently. 


Christopher ground against the sheets, making a helpless 
sound as he came. 


He rolled onto his side and reached for Bill, who climbed 
into his arms, hard and breathless, his eyes wild. 
Christopher didn’t waste time teasing Bill, but slithered 
down his body, worked a condom over his cock and took it 
into his mouth, sucking him hard and deep for only a 
moment before Bill stiffened, fingers twining tightly in 
Christopher's hair. 

After taking a moment to catch his breath, Christopher 
climbed back up on top of Bill. “How’s your toe?” he asked, 
kissing him softly. 

“| probably got blood all over your sheets.” 

“Hardy would be pleased,” said Christopher. His fingers 
followed some imaginary path across Bill’s pectorals. 

“You have Band-Aids anywhere?” 

“Medicine cabinet.” Christopher rolled so that Bill could 
climb off the bed. “Try not to kick any more literary giants.” 
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Christopher suspected that Bill spent overlong in the 
bathroom after sex less out of a concern for hygiene and 
more out of a need for emotional distance. He’d almost 
fallen asleep when Bill finally re-emerged. 


“I have an early call at work,” said Bill. 


Christopher tried to hide his disappointment. “Oh. You 
have to leave.” 


“No,” said Bill. And he had that /ook. The one Christopher 
waited for and sometimes caught himself daydreaming 
bemusedly on over his coffee while in the teacher’s lounge 
on a break. “Can | stay the night?” 

“Of course,” said Christopher, making room for Bill to 
crawl into bed again. He reached across him for the alarm 
clock. “What time do you need to get up?” 


Chapter Ten 


Jeremy woke in confusion to the sound of something 
rhythmically beating on the walls. He looked up and saw 
lights dancing on the wall above him and realized where he 
was and that the pounding sound was the palm tree 
banging against Becket’s house in the rising Santa Anas. 
The mattress next to him was cold. “Becket?” No answer. In 
the unfamiliar environment, all of the house sounds were 
strange. Jeremy thought he heard a computer keyboard 
clicking, and then the sound of car tires on gravel. A door 
slamming. “Becket?” called Jeremy. Cold air wafted across 
the mattress and Becket’s slim silhouette appeared in the 
bedroom doorway. “Go back to sleep, Jeremy,” he said. 


“Okay.” And Jeremy obediently lay down, rolled over, and 
Slept again. 
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When he next woke, the sun was coming in from the 
wrong side of the room. His radio alarm clock seemed to be 
playing jazz and his head felt like a turkey baster had 
sucked out his brain in the night and left nothing but an 
ache in its stead. 


His cell phone rang and he flailed until his hand found it. 
“Hello?” he rasped into the receiver. 


“Jeremy? | saw your car on the lot. You didn’t sleep here 
did you?” 

“What? No...” A fuzzy mass hit Jeremy in the face and 
knocked the phone from his grasp. “You have forty-five 
minutes,” said Becket’s voice. Jeremy pulled the towel from 
his face and sat up very, very slowly. 


Ow. His ass ached. Oh. Warm tingling happiness spread 
through him before he had a chance to stop it. Grinning, 
bemused, to himself, he picked up his cell phone and found 
that Leslie had hung up. Then he gingerly stepped out of 
bed and found the bathroom by the sound of running water. 


Becket was finishing his shave. His hair was damp from 
the shower. He glanced at Jeremy, tapping his razor against 
the edge of the sink. His hands were shaking already. 


Jeremy grinned and put a hand on his shoulder and felt 
the muscle go still there, Becket’s eyes in the mirror, cast 
down, mouth grim. Jeremy took his hand off him. 


Becket grabbed another towel and swabbed at his face. 
“There’s an extra toothbrush in the right-hand drawer and 
clean towels on the edge of the tub. Make it fast,” he said. 
“Griffen issued new pages last night.” 


“He did?” But Becket had already disappeared down the 
hallway. Jeremy opened the right-hand drawer and found 
half a dozen varieties of new toothbrushes still in their 
packages, disposable razors and a small selection of new 
deodorant sticks. Becket’s bathroom was, apparently, as 
well stocked for unexpected sleep-overs as a Holiday Inn. 
Trying not to think too much about that, Jeremy took a 
scrape-off-the-gunk shower and toweled himself off as he 
went back into the bedroom to search out his clothes. 


There was a Clean polo shirt on the bed with the Universal 
logo on it. His size. Jeremy pulled it on, wondering how 
many of these shirts had been handed out under similar 
circumstances. 


“Okay?” Becket was back in the doorway, fully dressed. 
His eyes scanned up and down Jeremy in a clinical way. 

Jeremy turned on his Bluetooth and forced a cheery smile. 
“Did you even sleep last night?” 

“I’m sorry we don’t have time for breakfast,” said Becket. 
“But the caterers will have something. You ready?” 


“Yes.” It was kind of like being at work already. Becket 
looking strung out and impatient, as if he had a million 
things on his mind and Jeremy was merely one more detail 
to deal with. 

And then, when they drove onto the lot in Becket’s 
convertible, those crew members already milling about the 
bungalow did not fail to note Jeremy emerging from Becket 
Russell’s car. 

“Sweetheart,” said Leslie, eyes like a cat’s, talons 
extended. “How precious you look in that shirt.” 

Jeremy felt like a casting couch starlet. 

Becket barely spared him a glance as he sat down at his 
desk and began typing furiously. “Call me when you get to 
the set,” he told Jeremy. “lIl be there in half an hour.” 

Jeremy grabbed pages and a schedule from where he'd 
deposited them the night before. 

And left. 

Not exactly the morning after he would have wished for, 
Jeremy reflected, as the golf cart strained its tiny engine to 
climb the hill. But then, this was Becket. What else could he 
have expected? 


Chapter Eleven 


Finding James Griffen’s home seemed to require a map 
and a compass. Happily, Kate’s car had an adequate GPS 
and they only made one wrong turn before they found the 
long drive that led to his estate. 


“So.” Kate’s thicker longer hair was now twisted up in a 
complex braid that reminded Bill of a knot he’d learned to 
tie in the maritime corps. “You have a date for the 
wedding?” 

Her voice was tight and vexed, and Bill slid a cautious look 
toward her. “No.” 


“Ah,” said Kate. She turned the car on a sharp hairpin, up 
a steep incline, and stopped at an electrified gate. At the 
center of the gate was a heraldic shield featuring a stylized 
Griffin with its paw wrapped around a globe. 


“Not bad for a guy that owes more money than God,” said 
Bill. 


The LAPD financial analysts had explained the relationship 
of James Griffen’s personal assets and business investments 
to Kate and Bill. Griffen’s last film, while lauded by the film 
critics, was a failure in the box office. DVD sales had also 
been less than hoped for. And the film had finally grossed 
several million dollars less than it had cost to make. The 
difference had been leveraged against his holdings and the 
revenue from another production company, which still 
garnered income from the blockbuster, My Uncle Bill, which 
had made Griffen’s reputation. Secrets and Lies, not even in 
production, had already cost Griffen’s umbrella company 
three and a half mil. Until he started getting a return on the 
current picture, which their analyst had told them, was 


rumored to be much more mainstream than Griffen’s usual 
fare, James Griffen had a red bottom line with so many zeros 
it made Kate’s heart seize up in sympathy. 


“I still don’t get negative leveraging,” said Kate. “But | 
can’t believe this guy qualifies for a credit card, let alone a 
mansion on the top of a mountain.” 


In addition to the production finances which both fed and 
bled a continuous stream of money in and out of Griffen’s 
personal accounts, the analyst had found three large sums 
withdrawn over a period of three months. A call to the bank 
gleaned copies of three large cashier’s checks issued for 
those amounts and each made out to a Ms. Sylvie Black. 


“Blackmailing Griffen to hide the affair from his wife. It’s 
the oldest motive in the world,” Kate had said. 


The analyst shook his head. “Griffen uses his personal 
accounts for development. Then the production reimburses 
him after the movie is green-lit by the studio. These could 
be advances against the screenplay.” 


“How can we tell the difference?” asked Bill. 


“You can’t. / might be able to if you give me a few weeks 
to work out the numbers,” their analyst had said. Which had 
led Bill to complain to Kate on the way up to the estate that 
he didn’t know what good the guy was if he couldn’t follow a 
paper trail. 

“Do me a favor, don’t say that to him while you’re still my 
partner,” said Kate. 

Now, she leaned over and announced their presence to 
the intercom just outside the gate. 

“Mister Griffen no en casa,” said a high, nervous voice 
over the staticky intercom at the base of the driveway. Kate 
frowned. 

“This is Detective Crandall,” she announced to the box. 
“And Detective Turner. We have an appointment.” 


“No en casa,” insisted the voice. 


Bill leaned across Kate. “Policia!” he yelled at the 
intercom. 


“Christ, Turner,” muttered Kate. But, sure enough, the 
gate began creaking and shaking and opening. 


They parked at the top of the drive and were welcomed 
into the house by the wide-eyed housekeeper. The woman 
had told them the truth, though. Unless James Griffen had a 
secret room or passage in his home, he was indeed no en 
casa. 


“Where is your employer?” asked Kate of the woman, in 
Spanish. 

The woman replied, in rapid Spanish, that she didn’t know. 
Mr. Griffen had not been present this morning for breakfast. 
The studio had been calling all morning. His personal 
assistant didn’t know where he was and had been harassing 
the poor woman, apparently, since dawn. 


“When did you last see him?” Kate asked her. 


She explained that she’d left the evening before at Mr. 
Griffen’s insistence. He was expecting someone, she said, 
and wanted to be alone. 


“Did he say who it was?” Bill asked her when Kate 
translated this answer to him. When the woman just stared 
at him, he opened his mouth to repeat the question, louder, 
but Kate intervened once more and received an answer in 
the negative. No, Mr. Griffen had not told his housekeeper 
the identity of his late night guest. 


They'd left a mess, though, she told them. She’d arrived 
to find the living room and kitchen in compete disarray. She 
gestured at a bucket and sponge at her feet. She’d been 
scrubbing up a wine stain from the area rug when they’d 
rung. Kate frowned at the water in the bucket. 


“Is that blood?” she asked. 


No, of course it wasn’t, said the horrified housekeeper. 
Then she stared at the sponge, the stain, her hands. Then 
she had to be caught by Bill when she collapsed. 


Kate spotted a few more dark drops in the hallway, and 
they called and reported their findings, requesting a warrant 
for an extensive search, while they began a preliminary 
search of the premises. 


Instead of a body, though, they found indications that 
James Griffen had left in a hurry. 


In his bedroom, they found a section of the closet emptier 
than one would expect, an odd sock on the floor. 


They asked the housekeeper, who confirmed that several 
articles of clothing and a full set of bags were missing. Kate 
hit the redial on Griffen’s landline and found herself talking 
to a local limo service. They verified a fare around four a.m. 
by James Griffen, to LAX. 


In his office, Griffen’s computer was on and opened to his 
email page, so they didn’t need a warrant to see that he’d 
deleted all of the messages in the ‘inbox’ and ‘sent’ folders. 


An hour later, two units and a forensics team scoured the 
house while Tom Moore, who had arrived to find black-and- 
whites barring the gate to his client’s house, stood in the 
front driveway screaming instructions to a team of law 
clerks over his BlackBerry. 


“This is just a stupid misunderstanding,” Moore said when 
he’d calmed down enough to give Bill and Kate a statement. 
“You have no right to search his house and | really have to 
insist that you leave.” 

“Are you in contact with Griffen?” asked Bill. 

Moore looked up and directly into Bill’s hard eyes. “No.” 

Kate answered her cell phone and then announced, “They 
delivered the warrant to LAX. Confirmed a flight out at five 


a.m. to Florence, Italy. They’ve confirmed that Griffen 
passed through the security check.” 


Moore seemed to deflate. “Goddamnit, James.” 


Bill sat on the corner of the table, looking down upon the 
top of Tom’s thinning hair. “Who does Griffen know in 
Florence?” 


Tom emitted a snort. “Everybody. James P. Griffen is a 
citizen of the world, Detectives. He and his wife own a villa 
in Italy, a vineyard in Spain, a townhouse in London...” 


“We've been in contact with his wife,” said Kate. The 
housekeeper had insisted that they call her immediately. 
“She tells us she hasn’t heard from him. Who, besides you 
and she, might he call if he were in trouble?” 


“What exactly do you mean by ‘trouble’, Detective 
Crandall?” 


“Blood stains on his floor, trouble. Leaving the country the 
day after his mistress’s homicide trouble,” said Bill. 


Kate shot Bill a look and said, “Who might know where he 
is, Mr. Moore?” 


Tom studied his clasped hands, brow furrowed. “I have no 
idea.” His BlackBerry buzzed and his mouth thinned when 
he looked at the caller ID. “I’m late for a meeting, and | am 
not comfortable leaving you in James’s residence, 
Detectives.” 

Bill hopped off the table. “We’d like his cell phone records. 
Can you expedite that for us?” 

Moore stared sullenly at the floor for a moment, but then 
he nodded. “Yes, | suppose | can do that. Really, Detectives, 
| have several clients waiting for me...” 

Kate disconnected her cell phone and said, “We've heard 
there was a paternity suit against Mr. Griffen pending as 
well.” 

Tom scowled. “Yes. And?” 


“That means you have DNA samples available.” 

Tom rubbed his forehead. “I can’t possibly...” 

“It would help us clear him of suspicion,” said Bill. “As his 
lawyer, I’d think you’d be eager to do that.” 

Another sullen silence and then Moore said. “I'll make a 
call.” His phone buzzed once more, and he grit his teeth. 
“This is really too much,” he said. 

A uniformed officer arrived and presented Kate with the 
signed warrant to do a thorough search of the property. 

Moore read it, biting his lip. 

“You can go to your meeting, now,” said Bill. “We’ll be in 
touch.” 

Kate walked him to his chauffeur-driven Mercedes parked 
outside. “If James Griffin calls you...” 

“If James calls me, l'Il tell him to call you,” said Tom. “This 
is outrageous. Practically harassment.” 

“I'll expect you to call me if he contacts you,” said Kate, 
handing him her card. 

Tom glanced at it. “James's ill-advised vacation is hardly a 
crime, Detective.” 

“No, it isn’t,” said Kate. “And if you released the DNA 
records to us, we could —” 

“| won't be doing that anytime soon,” snapped Tom. 

Kate watched his car roll down the long driveway, and 
then she strolled around to the back patio, where Bill stood, 
looking out over the smog drifting inside the bowl of the 
valley. 

“Griffen’s skipped,” she said. “Admission of guilt?” 

Bill ground his cigarette out with his foot, leaving a dirty 
brown and black spot on the clean stone. “I’m not sure,” he 
said. “His lawyer caved too easily for my liking. What do you 
think?” 


“Why, Bill? The guy’s got a multi-billion dollar movie 
hanging by a thread. Call me cynical, but even with the 
bloody glove, he could tie this thing up in court for the rest 
of our lives. Why run? And, if it were me, I’d expect more 
from my attorney than to run away with his tail between his 
legs.” 

Bill shook his head, watching the low-lying clouds drift by 
like sleeping phantoms. “I wonder what’s next,” he said. 

“What do you mean?” 

Bill flicked his lighter on and off, on and off. “It’s like 
watching a play, don’t you think?” 

One of the officers executing the warrant emerged from 
the house and beckoned Bill and Kate. “You guys should see 
this.” 

He led them into Griffen’s massive master bedroom, 
where they’d opened a closet and found a hidden camera 
and several shelves of tapes. 

Bill donned gloves and the officer showed him how to play 
the tape still loaded there. The time and date stamp 
identified it as the previous evening. 

“Who is that?” asked Kate. “Didn’t we talk to him on the 
lot?” 

“The one who didn’t have time for the police,” Bill 
remembered. 

“Well, he’d better have time now.” 


Chapter Twelve 


They’d turned the big hot stage lights off two hours ago. 
Men sat in the scaffolding, legs hanging down. Or sat in the 
open ends of wardrobe trucks, drinking bottled water. 
Jeremy had sent their PA’s over to the Coffee Hutch twice to 
buy espressos and frappucinos for the crew. Nancy, DePaul 
and Sara had disappeared into their trailers after the first 
few minutes of the wait. 


James Griffen was not on set, not answering his phone. He 
was four hours late, there were no messages from him, and 
at this point a PA had been sent to both his residence and 
his beach house. Then, finally, the producer’s office had 
been notified. 


“Fuck,” a cordless phone hit the chair and bounced to the 
floor. It was followed by a Xeroxed script and an empty 
plastic water bottle. Becket buried his head in his hands. 


Jeremy fetched the bottle before it rolled underneath 
equipment. “It must be something pretty serious for Griffen 
to...” 


“You know, last year my father had a stroke and I didn’t 
leave.” 


“Really?” Jeremy studied Becket, frowning. “Was he 
alright?” 

Instead of answering, Becket raised his head and yelled 
across the stage. “Leslie!” Leslie, who had met Jeremy on 
the set with damp hair and a nasty razor knick on his neck, 
backpedaled, pages on a clipboard flying as he changed 
direction, and leapt over cables to get to Becket. 


His eyes were enormous, pupils tiny. Leslie stayed away 
from drugs but had a serious Red Bull addiction. “He hasn’t 
called,” he told Becket. “I’ve been paging him and his, you 
know, friends, all morning.” 


“There’s a new one,” said Becket. 


“| know. | sent someone to her house. She told him Griffen 
stood her up last night and hasn’t called since.” 


“Fuck,” said Becket again. He brought out his BlackBerry 
and dialed a number. Jeremy could only assume it was 
Griffen’s personal cell phone. After a minute, Becket 
disconnected without leaving a message and resumed his 
attitude of deep despair. 
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Half an hour later, they were still waiting when Jeremy 
spotted a herd of suits coming down the long alleyway of 
stage sets. He recognized the executive producer, Arthur 
Goldstone, followed by what looked like a hundred studio 
accountants and lawyers 

Jeremy turned to Becket. “What’s going on?” 

Becket stood, pale and alert, watching the approaching 
studio executives like a groundhog might watch an 
approaching hawk. 

“Listen Jeremy, | don’t want DePaul going off somewhere 
while we’re in this meeting. You sit by his trailer, okay?” 
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Jeremy was still sitting guard dog on the steps of DePaul’s 
trailer when the executives re-emerged from the meeting, 
looking grimmer than participants in a NATO conference. 

Becket, Peter, their supervising editor, and Deborah, their 
Director of Photography, went to another end of the stage 
and Jeremy saw them call over the head cameraman. 

“Doesn’t look good, does it?” DePaul came out and sat 
companionably on the steps next to Jeremy. 


Jeremy had been watching Becket so intently he hadn’t 
noticed DePaul coming out of his trailer. “| don’t know,” he 
said carefully. 


“I heard Griffen had the police questioning him about 
Sylvie Black’s death,” said DePaul. “It’s been said that he’s 
Skipped the country.” 


People of Jeremy’s station did not exchange gossip with 
people of DePaul’s. 


“I’m sure they'll sort it all out,” he said. 
“Leaving Becket holding the bag,” said DePaul. “Typical.” 


Oh, there was a disturbing thought that Jeremy hadn't yet 
entertained. 

DePaul leaned back, one hand gripping the iron step 
between them. Jeremy was distracted by a tiny black tattoo 
just above DePaul’s wrist bone. “Why a lizard?” he asked. 


DePaul glanced at the design. “Would you believe | don’t 
remember?” 

“Okay,” said Jeremy. When someone like DePaul told you 
something, it became Truth. Like it was written in the Bible. 


“I was maybe fourteen and it meant something about 
somebody. But I’ve forgotten what.” 


Jeremy studied the tiny thing. “It’s cute. Was she cute?” 


DePaul’s eyes really were hazel, thought Jeremy dazedly. 
Gold and green specks in them. Those pretty eyes 
contemplated Jeremy for a blink. “He,” said DePaul. “He was 
cute.” 


There was a God, thought Jeremy. He’d not been sure, but 
now he knew. “You should be careful whom you tell that to,” 
said Jeremy. “The tabloids would love to get that piece of 
information.” 

“These days, it might be an asset,” said DePaul lightly. He 
smiled at Jeremy again. “It’s a brave new world we’re living 
in, isn’t it?” 


It was never safe to express an opinion with a luminary 
like DePaul. Today’s offhand comment might be tomorrow’s 
studio scandal. “Sure,” said Jeremy. He turned his gaze 
away from DePaul’s dazzling eyes, to the front of Stage A 
where Becket and Tom Moore were having what seemed to 
be a heated discussion. 


“Our Mr. Russell,” said DePaul. “Seems such a tragic figure 
when one first meets him. Like a young Icarus. Don’t you 
think?” 

Jeremy pulled his knees up and rested his chin on them. 
“Mmmm,” he said. 


“Tragic and romantic,” said DePaul. “One prays that his 
wings don’t melt.” 


Now Becket was striding up the hill toward them again, his 
face set in grim lines. Jeremy and DePaul both rose to greet 
him. 

“Mr. Russell?” said DePaul. “Do we still have a movie?” 


Becket gave him a sharp look. “Of course. Griffen’s not 
going to be available for a few days is all, and we have to 
figure out what to do.” 


“Oh,” said DePaul. “The terms of my contract specifically 
said | would work only with James Griffen...” 


“Mr. Goldstone is discussing terms with your agent,” said 
Becket. “He asked that you come down and join them as 
soon as possible.” 

DePaul immediately started down the hill but then he 
stopped and turned. “Becket,” he said. “If they decide to go 
with you for the interim, though...I’m all for it.” 

There was something about the way DePaul was looking at 
Becket when he said that. Something beta dog to alpha dog, 
an attitude of ducking his head and raising his paws. 

“Thank you, Robert,” said Becket. 


Becket turned back to Jeremy. He had the look of a man 
with snow blindness. Dazed and exhausted. “Let’s go back 
to my office,” he said. “It’s going to be a long while before 
they want us again, and I think | need a drink.” 
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“For God’s sake. Turn that damned thing off.” Becket held 
his highball glass to his forehead, as if the slivers of ice in it 
would soothe him. 


“Sorry.” Jeremy’s Bluetooth had been beeping 
continuously since he’d followed Becket away from the set. 
Every PA on the production, and within minutes, every PA 
Jeremy had ever worked with, was calling to find out what 
was going on. He switched his phone to ‘vibrate’, but 
continued picking up calls. “I'll call you back,” he said to 
everyone. And then he would just hang up, his eye on 
Becket. 


Becket’s mood wasn’t like any that Jeremy had ever seen 
before. Jeremy wasn’t sure what he should be doing, so he 
just sat next to the man on the leather couch. Watching as, 
across the room on the ancient PC monitor sitting on 
Becket’s desk, one email after another appeared. 


Without lifting his head, Becket seemed to know what 
Jeremy was gazing at. “We can’t tell anybody anything until 
an official press announcement is released.” 


Jeremy felt a jolt of concern. “Becket? /s the movie 
shelved?” 


“No. Of course not.” Becket didn’t even sound a little 
convincing and Jeremy’s thoughts tumbled immediately into 
survival mode. He had enough saved to last a couple 
months. Jeremy was gripped by the cold fear with which 
he’d lived constantly since his father had died and left him 
homeless and broke. It obliterated all other considerations. 


And then the big black landline phone on Becket’s desk, 
so old that it still had a rotary dial, began to ring. 


Both men’s heads turned and they stared at it. The phone 
never, ever rang. All communication with Becket came 
through emails or his headset. 


With the look of a man about to hear his own death 
sentence, Becket rose and picked up the receiver. 


As far as Jeremy could tell, Becket merely listened. Once 
he said, “I understand,” but mostly he stood there, eyes 
downcast, fingers of one hand poised on the desk, like a 
tripod. So still, Jeremy could see him breathing. 


Then Becket hung up the phone. “We’re closing for the 
day and restarting tomorrow.” 

Jeremy sat up, waiting to know to whom or what he should 
respond. 

Becket waved off his readiness. “Frank is reading the 
announcement to the crew.” 

“And Griffen?” asked Jeremy. 

Becket looked away. “We have pickups to go over in 
editing. In Griffen’s absence, I’ve been asked to put together 
a reel for Goldstone to review. It won’t take long, but I'll 
need your help.” 

Jeremy jumped to his feet. 

Becket laced the headset over his ears. “Post can tell you 
where we'll be working. Please get it set up. Call me when 
you're ready.” 

“Yes, sir.” 


Chapter Thirteen 


This time the security guard at the gate gave Bill a map 
with a route highlighted in yellow magic marker. “There’s a 
parking area here.” Her blunt pink nail traced a gray area on 
the map. Bill drove past a cafeteria, a truck full of 
bougainvillea and a man painting a horse bright blue. He 
had to stop, back up and take a second look at this 
phenomena to assure himself he wasn’t hallucinating. Clots 
of people walked past the man as if they were accustomed 
to such sights. Even the horse, which stood on a white sheet 
in the center of the parking area in which it was tethered, 
seemed unconcerned. Bill started his car up and proceeded 
along the line indicated on his map until he located a lot in 
front of a set of old bungalows. Then he climbed out of his 
car, wondering where to go next. 

The red-headed assistant from the day before came 
trotting around the building and Bill hailed him. “Can you 
tell me where Becket Russell’s offices are?” 

The kid frowned, glanced behind himself. “Why?” 

“| have an appointment with him.” 

“O-o-kay, this way.” He led Bill back the way he had come, 
around a corner and rapped smartly on a wooden glass- 
paned door. 

“Becket?” he called, eyeing Bill Suspiciously. “There’s a 
policeman out here.” 

“Yes, yes, I’ve been expecting him,” Bill heard Becket 
Russell’s voice coming from inside the room. “Let him in, 
Jeremy.” 
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Looking as if he didn’t trust Bill with something as 
complex as Becket Russell, Jeremy ushered Bill into the 
office. “Mr. Russell is very busy,” he warned Bill. “We’re 
minus one director. And we're all...” 


“Jeremy, aren’t you supposed to be in editing?” said 
Russell. It wasn’t really a question. 


The assistant immediately shut his lips together and 
closed the door behind himself as he left. 


Becket sat at a massive desk, strewn with paperwork. His 
eyes were swollen, red and dark underneath. His shirt was 
untucked and his tie was loose, but he merely looked 
casually elegant, as if the dishabille were by design. He 
gestured for Bill to be seated and then leaned so far back in 
the old wooden desk chair, it creaked in protest. “Your 
partner said you have more questions about Sylvie Black 
and James Griffen,” he said. “How can I help you?” 


Bill drew out a pack of cigarettes. “You mind?” 


“Of course not.” Becket rifled in his desk drawer and 
produced a tin ashtray. Bill looked so surprised that Becket 
laughed. 


“| hate to think what all has been exhaled at some point in 
this office, Detective, Turner isn’t it? The last man who 
tenured here had a renowned crack cocaine addiction. A 
little cigarette smoke will hardly hurt it. Or me.” 

Bill lit up. “James Griffen is missing.” 

“He didn’t show up for work today. I’m surprised that 
warrants a visit from the LAPD.” 

“I think it’s a little more serious than that. | hoped you 
could tell me where he’s gone?” 

“I haven’t seen James since yesterday, here on the lot. 
Really, why all the fuss, Detective? James has a bit of a 
reputation for odd behavior. | suppose it comes with the 
artistic temperament. He’s been known to go into hiding 


before. Never in the middle of a production, granted. I’m 
sure he’ll show up at an ashram or a hut in Haiti in a couple 
of days. Is that all you came to talk about, Detective Turner? 
Because | could have told you that over the phone.” 


“Ah, no. Yesterday, you didn’t have time to explain your 
relationship with Sylvie Black. | hoped you would today.” 


“Of course. As | said, it was merely a business relationship. 
About eighteen months ago, James Griffen came to me with 
a manuscript written by Sylvie Black, who already had a 
reputation as a psychic friend of several luminaries. Our 
own Nancy Frazen, for one. Griffen said the studio was 
smitten with the thing and interested in buying the rights to 
it.” 

“It hadn’t even been published and they wanted the rights 
to it?” asked Bill. 


“It wasn’t even finished and, yes, they were very very 
interested in it. | read it and...” Becket shook his head. “It 
was appalling. Forgive me, may Sylvie rest in peace, but she 
had the writing skills of a fifth grader. | couldn’t believe 
Griffen had even given it to me, but then he explained that 
he wanted me to, in his words, ‘clean it up a little’.” Becket 
laughed. A dry, pleasureless laugh. “A little? | rewrote the 
whole damned thing.” 


Bill scribbled away and said, without raising his head, “So 
Ms. Black would get the writing credit, the studio would get 
a blockbuster movie, and you’d get what? The gratitude of 
James Griffen? Hardly seems an equitable exchange.” 

“ld do anything for James,” said Becket. “And the 
gratitude of James Griffen is practically legal tender in this 
town, Detective. You could take it to the bank, as they say.” 

“Mmmm,” Bill nodded, writing. “And then, to top it off, she 
became his mistress. That must have been galling.” 

“Studio gossip,” said Becket lightly. “Why would | care 
anyway?” 


Bill looked up from his notepad. “We know you were 
lovers.” 


Becket gazed back at him, calmly. “Yes?” 
“Did his wife know?” 


Becket had such an impassive face, the twitch of one dark 
eyebrow seemed a sudden show of emotion. “I have no 
idea. James’ marriage was none of my business.” 


“His housekeeper told us he had a visitor late last night 
and we are reasonably sure that visitor was you.” 


After years of interviewing witnesses, Bill had grown to 
expect any number of responses when faced with damning 
facts. Relief wasn’t one of them, and Becket Russell 
definitely looked relieved. “That’s nonsense,” he said. “I was 
at home, working.” 


“Can anybody vouch for that?” 


The door rattled and the assistant popped his head inside. 
“Peter says he goes on golden time in thirty minutes, 
Becket.” 


Russell took a deep breath. “Yes. Jeremy and | were 
working together all night last night. Weren’t we, Jeremy?” 


Color rose in the kid’s face. Bill couldn’t tell if it was from 
embarrassment or guilt. “Yes, we were,” said Jeremy. He 
swallowed, hard. “All night.” His cheeks flamed redder, and 
Bill wondered how far an underling in this business would go 
to protect his boss. Everyone he encountered seemed 
scared to death. “So he hasn’t been in touch with you?” he 
asked Becket. 


“I’ve told you. | have no idea where James Griffen is.” 

Bill studied Becket and said, “We’ll get his phone records 
and then we'll see.” 

Becket’s pale blue eyes didn’t blink. “Of course you will.” 
He stood. “If you don’t have any more questions, I’ve got 


five men working overtime waiting on me.” The hand he 
proffered to Bill was as cold as ice. 
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“There were policemen all around the house, according to 
Adam. It looked like a dragnet, he said.” Leslie pushed the 
elevator call button again. 


“Why would the police surround Griffen’s house?” Jeremy 
fretted. 


He and Leslie were in one of the buildings where 
temporary editing bays were erected for pilots and features 
shot on the lot, or in the last stages of postproduction. The 
walls were leaded and so thick Jeremy’s cell service fell off 
as soon as the elevator doors closed behind him. 
Windowless rooms with corkboard on every wall and heavy 
doors that locked on a spring mechanism ensured that 
marauding spies from other productions could not sneak in. 
It was like editing film in a bank vault. 


Leslie pressed the six and leaned against the elevator 
wall. He was wearing a blue seersucker jacket, pushed up to 
his elbows, over a white polo t-shirt and tan Dockers. He 
could as easily have been headed to a day at the Marina as 
a day in a sweatbox session. 


“I heard it has something to do with our dead psychic.” 

Jeremy winced. “I wish you wouldn’t call her that. You 
think Griffen is a suspect?” 

“After Nancy spilled the beans? Of course.” 

Jeremy gnawed at a nail worriedly. “I’m almost afraid to 
tell Becket. It might be the last straw.” 

“Jeremy, that man is as enduring as a cockroach. He’ll be 
standing on this lot when the smoke clears from 
Armageddon.” 

“Is he?” Jeremy had been alarmed at the level of agitated 
distress that the past two hours seemed to have 


engendered in Becket. After talking to the detective, Becket 
had typed feverishly at his computer for a few minutes, 
placed another call to Griffen’s voice mail, unwrapped a 
Tums and told Jeremy to leave the bungalow again while he 
made a call. 


“Our collective asses are truly on the line,” Becket had 
said to Jeremy later, as they’d driven to the editing rooms. 
“James may be out indefinitely. If we weren't so far along in 
production, they’d shelve the movie. Instead, Spelling has 
been asked to sub for Griffen. But he’s in the last days on 
Trophy Wife, and he called me privately and asked me to 
stand in for him whenever he’s unable to be on set.” 


“How can you?” Jeremy protested. “You already have no 
time for sleep.” 


Becket grinned, a kind of manic scary thing of bared teeth 
and no humor. “Multitasking.” 


“Becket Russell has survived worse productions than this,” 
said Leslie, holding open the elevator doors for Jeremy. 
“Mostly on the shoulders of his eager young assistants. 
Jeremy,” he tapped his friend on the shoulder. “Did you hear 
me?” 

“Of course,” said Jeremy, irritably, pressing his ID to the 
door lock. “Leslie, our cell phones don’t work in here, can we 
get a PA set up to run a regular schedule between the edit 
room and the lot?” 

Giving him a dark look, Leslie made another note on his 
clipboard. 


X xxx 


Becket sat in the edit rooms supervising the rough cuts as 
the dailies came in. 

He typed away in his laptop as the editor worked. Jeremy 
sat behind them, logging ADR notes and any other retake 
notes that were called. An assistant editor ran in and out of 


the room, taking notes similar to Jeremy’s, or sat on the 
floor rattling out take information. 


Jeremy passed a new page of the line script to the editor 
over Becket’s shoulder and saw the script that sat on 
Becket’s laptop. It wasn’t that of the current production so 
he waited until he and Becket were taking a break, outside 
by the coffee truck, before he asked about it. 


“A resurrected pathetic attempt by me to write a 
screenplay,” said Becket in a bored voice. “It’s ages old. 
Juvenilia practically.” 


“So why are you working on a screenplay?” asked Jeremy, 
even though he had an idea. He’d been in the industry long 
enough to know what it meant when screenplays started 
appearing on people’s computers. 

“The studio has offered me a pilot,” said Becket. 

Jeremy leaned against the wall they stood near, watching 
the people at the coffee truck. “To direct?” 

“Maybe,” said Becket. “They'll see how | do on this 
production, | suppose.” 

His manner was lazy and his voice bored, but he was as 
taut and tense as a ready bowstring. His hands seemed to 
always be shaking. And he’d acquired a few nervous 
mannerisms that reminded Jeremy oddly of Griffen: 
fingering his flash drive or spinning his Bluetooth absently. 

“Are you sure you want to direct?” asked Jeremy. 

Becket gave him a surprised look. 

“| mean...” Jeremy hesitated. Becket just seemed too... 
special...to be a studio director. But of course he couldn’t 
tell him that. 

Becket didn’t even seem to be listening, anyway. He 
gazed down the street, his eyes clouded as if his thoughts 
were a million miles away. 

“Shouldn’t we get back?” asked Jeremy. 


Becket’s cloudy focus sharpened and he nodded and 
turned toward the pneumatic doors. 

“They've called a lot of reshoots today,” said Jeremy as 
they headed back to the elevators. “Or at least it seems like 
a lot.” 

“Not everyone approved of Griffen’s location choices.” 
Becket’s mouth twisted in a grim way. “I wouldn’t spread 
that around.” 

“Of course not. It seems expensive, though, doesn’t it?” 

“Happily it’s not your money.” 

“No, but it’s our job to...” Jeremy stopped at the amused 
expression on Becket’s face. “You can tell me to shut up any 
time.” 

“I'd never do that, Jeremy. | value your opinion.” 

Jeremy grinned ruefully. “I’m a control freak.” 

“Be careful. You'll end up first AD,” said Becket. The 
elevator doors opened and Jeremy held them as Becket 
stepped through. “I hear the canteen gossip is that a 
temporary director may have his eye on you for the spot.” 

Jeremy squirmed. He’d do anything for Becket, but he 
didn’t like feeling that he’d parlayed his ass into a 
promotion. Literally. 

Becket gave him a wise look. “Never say no to an offer, 
Jeremy. Especially at this juncture in your career.” 

“| don’t know what to do,” said Jeremy. “What would you 
do?” 

Becket smiled. “I’d give the offer due consideration. And 
attend a party with me tomorrow night. There will be people 
there that you want to meet.” 

Was this a date? Or was Becket merely mentoring him? 

“Okay.” 


“Good,” said Becket and he moved to push the door to the 
building open with one shoulder. “We'll leave from here. 
Don’t worry about attire, l'II have something you can wear 
at my place.” 


Jeremy was getting used to the feeling of surrealism, of 
living in a dream. He nodded. 
2K OK 


They finished editing in record time, sending an assistant 
running ahead of them with the DVDs to be left outside 
Goldstone’s offices. 


Becket wasn’t a big talker. He gave Jeremy the keys to the 
cart, then leaned his head back, eyes closed, as Jeremy 
worked the golf cart around the buildings towards the 
bungalow. 


Jeremy pulled the cart into its space and killed the engine. 
“Home sweet bungalow,” he said softly. Becket’s eyes 
opened a crack. Then he stretched and lay his hand lightly 
on the back of Jeremy’s neck. “Don’t know what I’d do 
without you, Jeremy.” 


Jeremy closed his eyes, enjoying the feeling of Becket’s 
fingers. “Do we still have work to do?” 


Becket cast a rueful eye at the bungalow. Every other 
production had closed hours ago. The building looked dark 
and old. “Fuck it,” he said. “Let’s just go back to my place 
and get some sleep.” 


“Okay,” said Jeremy. He tried to make it light. “If you let 
me drive the Audi.” 


That made Becket laugh and after they’d locked up the 
office and loaded Becket’s briefcase with an appalling pile of 
paperwork, he tossed the keys to Jeremy and climbed into 
the passenger side. 


“Seriously?” Okay, Jeremy was Officially a grown man now, 
but driving Becket’s convertible V8 in the fast lane was 


enough to make his boyish heart beat a little faster. 


Becket made himself comfortable, head back, eyes closed, 
arm spread across the seat, fingers resting lightly on 
Jeremy’s neck, and the tingle of it trickled all the way down 
Jeremy’s spine. 

“Hope you like acid rock,” Jeremy said, huskily. He focused 
on driving, backing the car out of the parking spot. “‘Cuz 
playing jazz in this rod is just wrong.” 
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“Thank God the cleaning woman came today.” Becket’s 
feet were literally dragging as he walked across the living 
room. He dropped the briefcase, a script, toed off his shoes. 


Jeremy trailed behind him. Becket switched a hall light on 
and said, “I couldn’t face this empty house tonight. Thanks 
for coming.” 


Jeremy had no idea why he had come home with Becket. 
They hadn’t exchanged two words about their sexual 
interlude, and as far as Jeremy knew his role was still only 
as Becket’s assistant. And if that were the case, then his 
task was clear. “You’re dead on your feet. Go get out of your 
work duds and l'II find food.” 


He was startled when Becket reached up and touched his 
cheek. “Thanks.” 


“No problem.” Jeremy’s heart was hammering, but he kept 
it out of his voice. 


“I’m going to change out of these clothes,” said Becket 
walking away, down the hallway toward his bedroom. 
“There should be some Wolfgang Puck leftovers in the 
refrigerator.” 

When Jeremy emerged from the kitchen a few minutes 
later with two plates heaped with cold cuts, cheese and 
canapés, he searched and found Becket still in his bedroom. 


His boss was sitting on his bed, cross-legged, in a t-shirt and 
baggy gym shorts. 


Jeremy whistled. And handed him a plate. 


“Shut up,” said Becket, taking the plate, and patting a 
spot next to him on the bed. “Sit down.” 


Jeremy climbed up next to him, handing him a Guinness 
and a bottle opener. 


“My dear, you are a miracle, 
what I’d do with out you.” 


“Bet you say that to all your assistants,” said Jeremy. It 
didn’t come out as lightly as he had meant it to. 


Becket didn’t answer immediately. He set his plate down 
and opened their beers. He toasted Jeremy with a clink of 
the bottles and drank. Then he leaned sideways and set his 
bottle on the bedside table. “You’re more than an assistant, 
Jeremy. But...” he sighed, and rubbed his eyes. 


He looked so fragile. “How’s your stomach?” said Jeremy 
softly. 


Becket shrugged, mouth a grimace. 
“You shouldn’t be drinking,” said Jeremy. 


“True,” said Becket. “I should be taking Valium. Or 
something stronger.” 


A sharp pang of worry surprised Jeremy. “Let me help 
you.” 


“You do help.” Becket got up and turned on music. Jazz 
seemed to fill the room with a soft pink glow. Or maybe the 
glow was in his head, thought Jeremy, around whom it was 
all starting to bump and stutter and flow. The carbs from the 
food, the beer, draining away the last of his energy. Becket 
removed the plate from Jeremy’s hand before it slid off his 
lap onto the bed. 


Becket moved from one side of the room to the other, 
shutting off lights. Then he stopped in the middle of the 


” 


said Becket. “I don’t know 


room and Jeremy watched, as in a dream, as Becket pulled 
off his t-shirt. “Are you still sore?” asked Becket, softly. 


“Aren’t you romantic?” said Jeremy. 
“I’m an AD, darling. | plan.” 


Becket slid his boxers down and crawled across the 
mattress toward Jeremy, his erection dark and swollen. 


Jeremy licked his lips. “Um, yes, | am still a little sore.” 


Becket’s hand on his chin, his tongue inside Jeremy’s 
mouth. He pushed Jeremy back. 


“Lie down.” 


Jeremy watched as Becket pulled off his slacks and socks. 
Amused blue eyes looked down at him. “Did | ever tell you 
lve got a little thing for white Fruit of the Looms?” said 
Becket, as he unbuttoned Jeremy’s shirt. 


Jeremy mumbled something about white Fruit of the 
Looms on sale at Costco, finding Becket’s hands and 
stroking his wrists, forearms. 


Then Becket’s mouth on his chest, his belly, around his 
cock and Jeremy groaned and arched, one hand seeking 
Becket’s silky hair. 


Quick and efficient, as Becket was in so many things. 
Soon, Jeremy was gasping and listening to the sound pop in 
his ears, vision fading, a cool kiss on his forehead and he 
felt a light covering tucked around his shoulders. 


He would have protested somehow but then he was 
asleep. 


Chapter Fourteen 


Leslie watched Jeremy climb out of Becket’s Audi the next 
morning and wisely withheld any comments or snide 
remarks. “Dailies are on your chair,” he said to Becket. 


“Thank you, Leslie, can you see that they are also 
delivered to Spelling?” 


“Yes, sir, it’s been done.” 


Becket led Jeremy into the bungalow. “We don’t have any 
principal scenes today and Spelling wants to go over notes 
with me this morning. There are stock shots in Culver City 
that Deborah would like to pick up. Today seems the perfect 
day. I’m going to put you in charge.” 

“Me?” 

“Pick your crew. l'Il call her and set it up,” said Becket, 
looping his headset back over his head. 


Jeremy had been trained to receive these long unexpected 
passes, but still he hesitated. 


Becket glared and made a shooing motion towards the 
bungalow door. “She'll be waiting by the time you get 
there.” 


Jeremy ran. 
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He chose to bring Leslie and Megan with him. Megan, he 
owed the favor after what she’d done for him the with the 
police. Jeremy scrupulously honored his debts to coworkers. 
It was one of the commandments of the film industry to do 
so. And Jeremy knew that though Leslie played the fae boy 
on occasion, his friend’s exaggerated gestures and limp 
wristed affectations masked a wily and competent mind. 


And friends were worth their weight in gold to an ambitious 
young man. Friends would be loyal and not report your 
mistakes to the jealous and whispering competition on the 
lot. Friends would point things out to you and support you in 
your rise to power. 


The Culver City shoot wrapped when the sun began to Set. 
They sent Megan ahead to deliver the tapes to the telecine 
operators. While the camera crew repacked, Jeremy went 
through the list of shots and gave Leslie a look over his 
sunglasses and a grin. 


“We so rock,” said Leslie. “Or, rather, you rock, Jeremy. | 
swear, the mantel of authority looks natural on you.” 

“Shut up,” said Jeremy, flushing happily. He did prefer 
being in charge. It wasn’t the rush, exactly. He guessed it 
was just having control. He’d always felt more comfortable 
with that. “It'd be different if there was a whole crew here, 
grips and...” 


“Nope. You’re a natural top,” said Leslie, opening the door 
of the Honda and hurling his armful of cardboard and paper 
notes into the back seat. 


“Of course you’d put it that way,” said Jeremy, going 
around to the driver’s side. Aware that his face was still 
bright red. “Everything isn’t always about sex, Leslie.” 


Leslie climbed in, sweeping trash off the seat and 
arranging his limbs so that his slacks wouldn’t get dirty. 
“Firstly,” he held up a finger. “Yes, it is. Ask Freud. And 
secondly,” he held up another finger. “That’s not what | 
mean this time, Mr. Mind-in-the-Gutter. There’s more to 
dominant personalities than bedroom etiquette.” 


“Okay. Okay.” Jeremy maneuvered his car out of its space. 


“You look at your Mr. Russell,” said Leslie, flicking his retro 
sunglass visors down as they climbed onto the 405 freeway. 


“He’s not my Mr. Russell.” 


“Your Mr. Russell has been James Griffen’s lackey all these 
years because he wants to be told what to do. He craves 
that dominant man.” 

“That’s not fair, Leslie. We're all Griffen’s lackeys.” 


“Hardly. You, for instance, will have the whole lot in a 
swing before long.” 

Jeremy grinned. “Leslie, you’re making me hard.” 

“Oh, God,” squealed Leslie. He snatched up his cell phone 
and pretended to be dialing. “Calling HR and reporting 
sexual harassment.” 

“Sorry. Nobody’ll believe you,” said Jeremy. 

“Well, certainly not if | reported you were doing it,” said 
Leslie, setting the phone back down. “Any idiot knows your 
heart only beats for one man.” 

“Its true,” said Jeremy. “Unfortunately, DePaul isn’t 
interested.” 

“Oh, God,” squealed Leslie again. “What | wouldn’t give... 
You know, | almost feel sorry for the man. Our Nancy has 
been practically raping him from what I’ve heard.” 

“You're kidding?” 

“No, sweetie. That’s why she hates him so much. A 
woman scorned, you know. DePaul’s kept mum, of course, 
but | heard from Sara’s PA that DePaul’s agent had to talk to 
Griffen about it.” 

“What did she do to him?” 

“Oh, you know, harassing phone calls. Embarrassing love 
letters. Showing up at his home in the middle of the night.” 

“You're kidding,” said Jeremy. He’d always thought Nancy 
had more class than that. 

“And of course that’s why she is such a witch towards 
Sara. DePaul obviously prefers our little starlet.” 

“Hmmm,” said Jeremy. 


Leslie had been about to add something, but at Jeremy’s 
tone he stopped, turned, and lowered his sunglasses so he 
could peer across at Jeremy. “What?” 


“Nothing.” 
“You know something.” 
“What makes you think that?” 


Leslie gasped and sat up straighter. “If you don’t tell me, 
Jeremy Reilly, | swear l'Il... PIL... moon that old woman in the 
Toyota as we pass her.” 


“With your tiny ass, that’s hardly a threat,” said Jeremy. 


He was rewarded by a rap on the head with a folded up 
script. “Stop that,” he said, exiting the freeway and taking a 
back street to the telecine lot. Leslie pestered him the rest 
of the way, but finally gave up as they entered the editing 
bay. 

“Darling...” Leslie threw himself into an ergonomic chair. 
He’d had his hair highlighted recently and in a wrinkled 
linen jacket with the sleeves pushed up to his elbows, lime 
green t-shirt underneath, and five o’clock shadow, he looked 
like an extra on Miami Vice. The heavy circles under his eyes 
just added to the look. “You go back to your man.” 

“He’s not my...” Jeremy tsked. “You sure?” 

“I need a nap,” said Leslie, tipping his head back and 
closing his eyes as if he meant to take one right there. “You 
owe me a gossip,” Jeremy heard Leslie call out as the heavy 
door swung shut behind him. 


Chapter Fifteen 


It had been two days since the body of Sylvie Black had 
bled out in the small back room of her psychic shop. And 
twenty-four hours since James Griffen had apparently 
disappeared from the face of the earth. 


A mob of media were camped in front of the precinct 
doors. The entertainment hot wires seemed to have 
interviewed every witness and suspect the LAPD had. Derek 
Stuart’s handsome face appeared on the small TV screen 
propped in the corner every hour or so, thrusting his big 
mike in the face of yet another person happy to report some 
other, hitherto kept secret, aspect of their case. 


The FBI agent, Roland Gates, had a temporary office set 
up next to Smith. He had barely introduced himself to Bill 
and Kate, commandeered the reports they had spent most 
of the night preparing and withdrawn behind a closed door. 
Where he seemed to be spending all his time staring at a 
computer screen. 


“Probably playing solitaire and praying that we solve it for 
him,” Bill opined. 

“Shut up. At least he isn’t issuing press statements every 
half hour.” Kate lifted her coffee cup and noted that it was 
empty again. She thought longingly of the Universal Studios’ 
PA with her endless supply of espresso. 


“Good morning, Lieutenant Crandall, anything new?” 
James Fushi, their media relations officer, set his butt on the 
corner of her desk. He’d been coming by frequently, asking 
for information Bill and Kate did not have and glaring at 
them both as if they were lying to him. 


“Why don’t you ask Rollie?” growled Bill, jabbing a thumb 
towards the FBI agent’s temporary office. 


Fushi glanced at the closed door. “I’m asking you.” 


“Seems like Dyste’s alibi is good.” Officer Ortiz lay a sheaf 
of interview forms down on Kate’s desk. He had high color in 
his cheeks and a look of excitement that had been adorable 
twelve hours ago, but which now was getting on her nerves. 


“What’s this?” asked Fushi. “A new suspect?” 


In about ten minutes, Kate was going to pull out her gun 
and shoot them all. 


No. She was going to shoot Bill. That would suffice. 


Bill, who had suddenly become obsessed by the frickin’ 
tarot cards that had lain on the table beside Sylvie Black. He 
was online, on various sites at that precise moment, looking 
up the meanings of the cards and expressing his annoyance 
at their insubstantiality. 


“You know the Death card can mean death or it can mean 
rebirth and new beginnings,” he told her. 


Bang. Right between the eyes. In about nine minutes. 


Except she needed him. Bill had, of course, been right 
when he’d ‘guessed’ that the victim’s rape had been staged. 
The semen turned out to have fallen in a pattern that 
indicated it had been drizzled over the victim’s legs, not 
spattered as if from a sexual release. Their forensics team 
also found traces of latex in the liquid, which they 
hypothesized meant the murderer had brought the semen 
to the crime scene in a condom, intending to plant it on the 
victim. 

The only thing worse than a murderer who thought he was 
Smart, was a murderer who was smart. 


She needed her brilliant, if eccentric partner. Who was 
currently surfing a website that issued sitar music. 


“And ‘Lovers’ really means choices,” he said. “Why don’t 
they just call them what they mean?” 


“What is this?” squeaked Price. 
“I can research that for you if you want,” said Ortiz. 
Kate stood and said, “Excuse me.” 


Thank God none of them could follow her into the ladies’ 
room. 
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Bill waited until Kate had gone to the girl’s room and then, 
feeling like he was arranging a clandestine assignation, 
called the ‘Evil Eye’ Torrance branch and made an 
appointment with a reader named ‘Crystal Moonchild’. 


Kate came back to her desk as he hung up and of course 
she saw that something was up with him. “Who was that?” 


“Nobody,” said Bill. And then the precinct doors swept 
open and a mob pushed through. At first, Bill assumed they 
were more media and wondered why the patrol officers at 
the doors hadn’t stopped them. Then he noted the lack of 
cameras, the crisply tailored suits, briefcases. A tall young 
man at the center of the crowd said over the heads of this 


phalange of businessmen, “I’m looking for Detectives 
Crandall and Turner,” — and upon being directed by the 
clerk’s pointing finger — “Hello.” He held out his hand. 


Unlike the people around him, the man was casually dressed 
in denim jeans. He wore worn ropers and a khaki green t- 
shirt without any logo or insignia. His light brown hair was 
combed back from his regular and attractive face. “I’m 
Robert DePaul,” he said. “I missed you, the other day, at the 
lot, and | decided to come down in person.” 


Kate was impersonating a fish out of water, so Bill shook 
the man’s hand. He cast a quick look at Gate’s cubicle and 
saw the agent still staring into a computer monitor. In 
Smith’s office, their chief was busy with another detective 
who stood in the position assumed by most detectives in 


that office. Head down, thumbs in pockets, toe scuffing the 
carpet. Smith was jabbing a finger at him, mouth open. 


“It’s a pleasure to meet you,” said Bill. “This is Detective 
Crandall.” 


“I have a confession to make,” said DePaul, giving Bill and 
Kate the smile with which People magazine was so in love. 
“I’m the man you're looking for.” 


“Robert, don’t be so dramatic. You'll startle the 
detectives,” the woman standing beside DePaul wore a dark 
red Chanel suit and a lot of gold jewelry that jangled when 
She shifted her briefcase to her left hand. “Jennifer Toews,” 
She said crisply, shaking Kate and Bill’s hands like she was 
beginning a business meeting. “Robert’s agent. What Robert 
means by that statement is —” She looked around the 
crowded room. “Can we go somewhere a little more 
private?” 

Kate and Bill led the retinue to the relative privacy of an 
interview room. Roland Gates didn’t even turn around as 
they passed his office. 


“You’ve met my nanny,” said DePaul, smiling fondly at Ms. 
Toews. He indicated the two suited men standing near him. 
“And Johnny and Sam aren't undertakers, Detectives, 
they’re actually lawyers. Jenny insisted,” he said, rolling his 
eyes. “And, of course, George here.” 


The man, obviously a bodyguard, nodded his head and 
made some subterranean noise that Kate supposed was a 
greeting. 

Ms. Toews had thrown her briefcase on the table and 
drawn from it a series of legal release forms. “Robert is 
prepared to make a full statement, but we would very much 
appreciate the LAPD keeping some of the details private.” 


“I made the 911 call,” said DePaul. “I’d come back to the 
shop to recover something I'd left there accidentally and | 


found Sylvie...” His face went gray and he covered his 
mouth. 


Bill snapped. “You left the scene before police arrived, 
Mr....” 


“Yes, yes, it was wrong of me, | know.” 


“Robert has been harassed by the media, Detectives. He’s 
had to place restraining orders on several of them.” Ms. 
Toews seemed to have come prepared with a never-ending 
stream of paperwork. “The shock of the discovery, 
combined with his own recent traumatic experience.” 

“Hardly traumatic, Jennifer,” said DePaul. “The man only 
swung at me; he didn’t even make contact.” 

Kate put a hand up. DePaul and his agent seemed 
prepared to carry the conversation far from the immediate 
questions. “Where were you night before last, after the 
party, Mr. DePaul?” 

DePaul looked up at her with an expression of 
wonderment. As if her voice and face had bewitched him. 
“Of course. Thank you, Detective... I’m sorry. What did you 
say your name was?” 

“Robert’s alibi is James Griffen,” said Ms. Toews. “He was 
at the director’s home most of the evening.” 

“Griffen wanted to go over notes with me. The man is a 
Slave driver,” said DePaul. 

“Too bad he isn’t available to corroborate that,” said Bill. 

DePaul looked glum. “Yes.” 

“You don’t know where we can reach him, do you?” 

“God, | wish | did. | only took this job because Griffen was 
directing and now...” 

Ms. Toews lay a hand on DePaul’s forearm and he closed 
his lips together without finishing his sentence. 

Kate pulled a chair out and sat down. “We have some 
questions for you, Mr. DePaul. If you don’t mind.” 


DePaul seated himself, with the utter confidence of 
someone who was accustomed to having his chairs pulled 
out for him, which his bodyguard did. “I’m all yours,” he 
said. “It was a horrible thing. The woman was charming and 
| was shocked...” 


“You knew Sylvie Black?” 


DePaul shrugged. “Only in a manner of speaking. I’d heard 
of her, of course. And | had a reading while the party was in 
progress. She was really quite interesting. Taped the whole 
thing and then asked me to sign the tape.” His eyes crinkled 
when he smiled at Kate. Tiny crinkles, like stars at the 
edges. 

Kate took a deep breath. “Y-yes.” 

“We know you knew her better than that,” snarled Bill. 

DePaul looked startled. “What do you mean?” 

“There were several witnesses who saw you...‘intimately’ 
close to her the night she was killed.” 

DePaul paled. He looked shattered. “I...was drinking. I...” 

“Robert.” Ms. Toews put a hand on DePaul’s shoulder. She 
looked behind her and one of the retinue produced a 
document which he placed on the table before Bill. DePaul 
glanced at the document and away, as if embarrassed. 
“Robert has a drinking problem, Detectives. He blacks out.” 

Bill’s mouth set in a thin line and he pushed the document 
back to her. “Nevertheless. You knew her. Whether you can 
remember knowing her or not.” 

DePaul seemed unable to meet Bill’s gaze. He appealed, 
instead, to Kate. “About that tape?” 

“Mr. DePaul would like to request the tape of his interview 
with Ms. Black be kept confidential,” said one of the lawyers, 
placing a document on the table that made the statement 
less a request and more an injunction. 

“Tape,” said Bill. Not a question, just a statement. 
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“Yes, that’s why | went back that morning,” said DePaul, 
still addressing only Kate. “I told you. | need that tape. It 
would be the one with my signature on it, of course. She 
asked me to Sign it.” 


“What is on this tape that is so important?” asked Bill. 


“| don’t remember. That’s the problem.” DePaul pushed 
long artistic fingers through his lush brown hair. “Like | said, 
I'd been drinking. All | remember is signing the tape.” 


Kate looked over at Bill. “We’ll be sure to contact Ms. 
Toews if we find your tape, Mr. DePaul.” 


DePaul noticeably relaxed. “Good.” He eased back into his 
chair, a lock of hair falling into his eye, those long eyelashes 
fanning his cheekbones as he said, “I say things when I’m 
drunk. Things | don’t mean. Griffen has been awesome, 
Detectives, and | really don’t want to do anything to 
embarrass him.” 


“Were you aware of his alleged relationship with Ms. 
Black?” said Kate. 


This question appeared to shock DePaul. “James Griffen 
and that woman? | find that hard to believe.” 


“So you didn’t know you were making out with your boss’s 
mistress?” asked Kate. Kate was a fly fisherman. Given how 
adroitly she could sometimes drop a loaded question before 
a witness, Bill thought she was probably formidable with a 
fishing reel, as well. 


DePaul’s eyes flashed a spark of something very like 
anger. “Like I’ve said, | don’t remember doing that. Besides, 
James Griffen doesn’t cheat on his wife. With women, | 
should say. For that, he has Becket Russell.” 

He’d thought to shock them. He glanced back and forth 
between Bill and Kate and seemed disappointed at their 
lack of horror. 


“Becket Russell and Griffen are lovers,” DePaul said, trying 
to drive the nail home. “Have been for decades. Ask 
anyone.” 

Ms. Toews made an impatient noise. “Robert has a 
regrettable tendency to gossip, Detectives.” 

“I’m sorry, Jenny,” said DePaul, dipping his head so his 
hair fell into his eyes again. 

“If there is nothing else, Robert has a long day ahead of 
him...” said Ms. Toews. 

“We'd just like to take Mr. DePaul’s fingerprints, for 
elimination purposes,” said Bill. “And his DNA,” he added 
Casually. 

“Absolutely not,” said Ms. Toews. She looked at the 
lawyers, both of whom were glaring at Bill with steely 
resolve. “We'll give you his fingerprints,” she allowed. 

DePaul bit his bottom lip and gave Kate a shrug and a 
disarmingly helpless smile. “I’m sorry,” he said. “But Jenny’s 
the boss.” 
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“You can breathe now, 
out. 


“You wouldn’t understand,” said Kate. 
“I can imagine,” said Bill. “That was quite a performance.” 


Kate picked up her desk phone. “I'll call our DA and see 
what kind of warrant for DNA we can scrape together.” 


“We'd better talk to our FBI agent first.” 

Kate dropped the phone back into its cradle. “Right.” 

Roland Gates met them at his door. “Ah, yes, Detectives, | 
was just coming to speak to you.” 

Bill noticed that Gates’ tie-pin was a small replica of the 
FBI insignia. It matched the man’s cufflinks and reminded 


said Bill, after DePaul had swept 


Bill of a Boy Scout uniform. Gates waved them both inside 
and closed his door very gently. “Have a seat.” 
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Bill wasn’t any sort of math genius, but even he could see 
what Gates could see. 


“I agree with your opinion, Detective Turner. This was 
probably not a sex crime. Since I’m here, though, and since | 
have access to the bureau’s financial analysts, | thought I’d 
do a little more research. Even if the lawsuit were 
legitimate, the cost of it is nothing compared to the 
estimated profit from the movie.” 


Gates had a graph printed out that showed the 
percentages. 

“And | had the analyst look into the hate mail. Quite a few 
of those letters were printed on paper from the same stock, 
using different handwriting and printers.” 


“So you think the same person sent the letters?” 
“Most of the letters.” 


Kate nodded. “The whole thing was a hoax. That’s what 
we thought.” 


“I worked on a case with one of these Hollywood big-wigs 
a couple of years back,” said Gates. “They think they’re 
above the law. Technically, you only called me in on the sex 
crime angle, but I’d be happy to talk to witnesses if you 
think it could be useful. Sometimes the Bureau presence 
alone elicits cooperation.” 


Bill and Kate concurred and gave Gates the numbers of 
Tom Moore and Becket Russell. 


“They both knew Griffen too well not to know something 
about what was going on,” said Kate. She and Bill also 
compiled a short list of other persons who had close 
associations with Griffen. 


“Angela Dyste might have been a supplanted mistress,” 
She told the agent. 

He paged through their sheaf of information, nodding. “I'll 
make calls tonight and try to rattle the cage a little. We'll 
see what falls out.” 


Chapter Sixteen 


Becket and Jeremy left the lot early. Which was to say, 
they left before ten. Becket drove Jeremy to his own home, 
where he draped some sort of light blue Gucci shirt over him 
and commanded him to wear it. The shirt cost more, Jeremy 
was sure, than he made in a month. But it did bring out his 
eyes and take advantage of his complexion. Jeremy’s feet 
were a full size larger than Becket’s, and so Jeremy did not 
want to know why Becket had Kenneth Cole dress boots in 
Jeremy’s size right at hand in his closet. But they did look 
awesome when Jeremy slid them on over the dress socks 
Becket tossed to him. 


A little gel in his hair and he was good to go. 


“You look edible,” whispered Becket at his ear, standing 
behind him and catching his eye in the mirror. His hands slid 
over Jeremy’s arms and a chill trickled down Jeremy’s entire 
body until he felt it in his knees. Edible sounded good to 
him. 

Becket’s hands found Jeremy’s belt. Jeremy thought he 
was adjusting it, and then he heard the chink and zip and 
Jeremy’s pants fell to his knees. 


“Watch yourself,” said Becket, hand sliding down to cup 
Jeremy’s balls. “Christ, your skin is like butter.” Stroking 
Jeremy’s cock, which almost leaped to Becket’s touch. 


It was embarrassing and erotic. Becket’s dark head at his 
neck, kissing, hands stroking and pulling and squeezing. 
Jeremy panting, watching Becket’s hands in the mirror, 
jerking him off. 

His knees went rubbery when he came, but Becket kept 
him from falling, then helped Jeremy clean himself. off. 


“That'll keep you,” said Becket, “Until I’m ready for you 
later.” 
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As it happened, the party at a friend’s was at Nancy’s 
Mulholland mansion, peopled by quite a few of the cast and 
crew from the movie they were working on. 

“Becket! And Jeremy. Sweetheart,” said Nancy, her eyes 
doing one plus one and coming up with something Jeremy 
could only hope was true. “How are you both?” 

Becket laid his arm across Jeremy’s shoulders in a familiar 
way. “Thank you for inviting us, Nancy.” 

“He looks beautiful,” said Nancy, sotto voce, although 
Jeremy could obviously hear her. 

Jeremy could feel his cheeks heating. 

“Jeremy's the best assistant I’ve ever had,” Becket told 
Nancy. “I couldn’t work without him.” 

Nancy’s gaze came back to Jeremy. A little sharper, now. “| 
see. So, Jeremy, what are your plans?” 

“Get next week’s shoot in on schedule?” said Jeremy. “l 
hadn’t thought beyond that.” 

Nancy laughed delightedly. Her hand did a little air caress 
of Jeremy’s cheek. “You are definitely a Becket boy,” she 
said. She sailed off. 

A Becket boy? 

“Don’t mind her,” said Becket. “Nancy gets a little beyond 
herself at big parties. You’ll meet the real woman at our pool 
party next week.” 

Our? 

“Becket, we need to talk,” said Jeremy. 

Becket looked at him then. Charming, self-deprecating 
smile and all. “I know,” he said. “I don’t do that part well, 
Jeremy. Give me some time.” 


Jeremy spent the next hour in a euphoric daze. 
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“Jeremy, darling, | don’t know if | should congratulate you 
or scratch your eyes out.” 


Leslie had finally managed to corner Jeremy at the party. 
He’d come dancing out into the rock garden with some 
umbrella drink and found Jeremy hunched over on a 
flagstone wall, trying to deal with the surrealism of it all. 

“Sweetie, what’s wrong? Do you need to vomit?” 

“Not yet,” said Jeremy. “What are you drinking?” Leslie 
handed it over, Jeremy sipped it, shuddered, and handed it 
back. “What the hell /s that?” 

“Shirley Temple,” said Leslie. “I have a five a.m. call.” 

Jeremy rubbed his face with his hand. “Right.” 

“Honey what are you doing moping in the corner? You 
should be at your man’s side. This is a big night for him.” 

Jeremy stared at him. “What are you talking about?” 

“Darling, it’s perfectly obvious. Spelling is only a facade. 
Becket’s being given the chance to direct. This is his big 
break.” Leslie waved an arm to encompass the pool with its 
candlelight and DJ, people milling about. “Hence the 
celebratory party.” 

He was right. There was something distasteful about it, 
that Becket should benefit from Griffen’s troubles. But he 
was right. 


“You have perfect timing, Jeremy. | absolutely hate you,” 
said Leslie, laying a hand on Jeremy’s shoulder so that he’d 
know he was kidding. 

“Perfect timing for what?” 

Leslie just gave him one of those catty looks. He sipped 
his drink. 


Jeremy stood. It was dampish this near the pool and there 
was a smudge on the silk from where he’d been sitting. He 
wondered if Becket would make him pay to have it cleaned. 
It was a strange thought and he shook it off. “I think l'Il go 
find Becket. Have you seen him?” 


“Honey, | avoid that man when I’m not working.” 


Jeremy wandered through the party. He was repeatedly 
surprised by people, whom he hadn’t even known knew him 
by name, coming up and greeting him with seeming 
pleasure. 

“You know Frank, Jeremy?” said Sara G. She presented a 
handsome young man. Jeremy dutifully shook his hand. “He 
worked on The Reaper with you last year.” 


“Oh, right, how’ve you been, Frank?” 
“Good,” said Frank. “I’ve been working with Harold Jims.” 


“Ah,” Harold Jims was a pedophile and an alcoholic and a 
horror to work with. Jeremy remembered Frank as eager to 
please and adequately skilled and wondered what God he 
had displeased to have to work with Harold Jims. “How is 
Harold?” he said. 


“Harold’s great,” said Frank. 
Which, of course, was what one had to Say. 


Jeremy worked his way through the little clots of people, 
stopping and doing what appeared to be his duty, talking to 
everyone. “Oh, Nancy’s great,” he heard an actress Say. 
“But | worry about her. | mean, at her age she shouldn’t 
work such long hours...” 

“Oh, my God, | thought he'd retired!” he heard someone 
say about an actor. “I remember watching his movies when | 
was in grammar school!” 

“Jeremy, honey, come over here. This is Jeremy,” said an 
executive he had only met once, embracing him with an 
arm that had amazing muscular strength, given its size and 


density. “We love Jeremy,” she told her companions. Jeremy 
smiled dutifully. 


“He’s assisting our Mr. Russell,” said the woman. 


General ah-ing and inquiries about what it was like to work 
with Becket Russell. 


“Becket’s great,” said Jeremy. 
He finally worked his way free. 


Becket had disappeared from the patio, and Jeremy was 
headed to the house to search for him when he walked by 
Robert DePaul. The man leaned precariously against a palm 
tree that arched out of its hole in the cement. A neon green 
drink sloshed from the lip of a martini glass in one hand. A 
bosomy blonde woman cooed against his shoulder. She 
actually had hold of DePaul’s free hand and was pressing it 
against one of her breasts. DePaul’s expression was that of 
a man who had too many plates on his arms and Jeremy 
automatically stopped. 


“How do you do?” he said to the woman. Girl. Whatever. 


She smiled at him and pressed DePaul’s hand more firmly 
into her bosom. DePaul looked as green as the apple martini 
he held. 


“Don’t you have a five a.m. call?” asked Jeremy, 
fabricating a stern look at DePaul. 


“| do.” DePaul nodded eagerly, his fingers wiggling as he 
tried to work them free. 


“Excuse me,” said Jeremy, lifting and moving the woman. 
She wobbled where he placed her. 


Jeremy walked DePaul quickly to the dark side of the patio. 


“Thank you,” DePaul breathed. He leaned against Jeremy, 
arm across his shoulder, his alcohol drenched breath so 
strong it made Jeremy’s eyes water. “I didn’t think | was 
going to be able to drink enough to...” he waved his glass in 
the general direction of the woman. 


“Do you need me to call a car?” 
DePaul nodded. 


Jeremy propped him against the house. “Stay here. No 
more booze, okay?” 


DePaul shakily saluted Jeremy with two fingers. He had a 
Sheen of sweat covering him and looked younger, even, 
than his twenty years. Jeremy imagined being so young and 
having such an image to protect and felt a surge of 
sympathy for the man who had been voted ‘Sexiest Man 
Alive’ the previous year by People magazine. 


Jeremy had the studio limo service on speed dial. He 
punched it in, set DePaul where he could hail the car when it 
appeared, and walked through the sliding glass doors that 
led into the kitchen, then into the main hallway. 


Down a dimly lit passageway, in a nook filled with a palm 
and a fountain, he could see a couple against the wall 
necking. Well, kissing with intent. Hands were wandering 
and they both made sounds like motorcycles on high 
throttle. 


A throaty laugh. The woman’s face tipped toward the 
Skylight and Jeremy recognized Nancy. Her white arms 
wrapped around a dark shirt, and she looked over the man’s 
shoulder and said something. The man turned his head as 
Jeremy began backpedaling and he suddenly recognized 
that pale profile. Becket. 


Jeremy bolted. 


He found himself in the kitchen, leaning against a counter, 
breathing hard and trying to think. Becket was kissing 
Nancy in the foyer of her house. Nancy had one knee 
wrapped around Becket’s hip and they were moaning in the 
foyer of Nancy’s house. Jeremy couldn’t make that concept 
fit into any corner of his mind. He repeated it to himself, 
watched the memory a few times. 


Well, obviously, Becket was probably not gay. And, he was 
kissing a woman where anyone could easily come across 
him. God, how well did he even know Becket? Maybe the 
man had hoped Jeremy would discover them. 


And Nancy, who could have any man out there by the 
pool... Jeremy was surprised by the level of murderous 
jealousy that suddenly rose in him. A glass on the table was 
in his hand and shattering on the ceramic tile floor before he 
knew he was doing it. 

He heard voices out in the hallway; people coming 
towards him. Of course. That shattering glass had sounded 
like a small bomb going off. 


“Watch out for the glass,” Jeremy said loudly, to whoever 
had just appeared in the kitchen doorway. 


The light flicked on. Becket stood there, surveying the 
kitchen floor. His eyes rose and met Jeremy’s. Oh, yeah, he 
knew Jeremy had seen him. Jeremy couldn’t see anything in 
Becket’s face to indicate that he cared, either. 


“It slipped,” said Jeremy, proud at how haughty he was 
making his voice sound. How indifferent. “Sorry. l'Il clean it 
up.” 

Becket’s eyes read him for another second. Then Nancy 
appeared at his shoulder and behind him. One slender hand 
slid over and gripped his shoulder possessively. “Becket, 
darling,” she said, quite loudly. “You wanted to see my 
artistic renderings...” 


Becket actually had the grace to look ashamed, his eyes 
dropping from Jeremy’s. “Later.” 


Nancy let her gaze rest on Jeremy. The only word to 
describe it was insolent. Then her hand slid off of Becket’s 
shoulder. “l'Il go attend to my escort,” she said. “I’m sure 
he’s wondered where I’ve gotten off to.” 


Becket waited a decent interval after they heard the door 
Slide shut. 


“You shouldn't have seen that.” 


“Why not?” Jeremy had a paper towel in his hand. He 
crouched and began picking up large pieces of glass, one at 
a time. 


“I’m too tired for drama, Jeremy.” 
“What drama? | just dropped a glass.” 


“She’s a very needy lady,” said Becket. “It isn’t easy for a 
woman to age in Hollywood.” 

Jeremy cut himself on the edge of a shard and cursed. 

“Are you alright?” 

“It’s just a cut,” said Jeremy. 

“You know what | mean,” said Becket, and Jeremy looked 
up at him. Becket stood there in front of the kitchen 
windows, his silhouette outlined by the lights and stars of 
the Hollywood Hills beyond Nancy’s back patio. He’d worn a 
light-colored casual Armani jacket and slacks, the light blue 
silk shirt untucked. His hair was mussed and fell across his 
forehead. His skin was white, even in the recessed kitchen 
lights and his lips were red and bruised, probably from 
kissing Nancy. He looked like a debauched young god 
standing there, and Jeremy’s emotions wildly veered from 
jealousy to hurt to a still strong urge to protect. 


Jeremy found a trash container for the paper towel full of 
glass. “I should sweep to get the little pieces. Go on out and 
mingle.” 

“Jeremy...” said Becket urgently. 


“I can’t talk about it,” said Jeremy. “You should understand 
that. Go.” 


He waited until he heard Becket pulling the sliding glass 
door closed, then he looked for a broom closet. He swept up 
the remaining glass and ran a mop quickly over the floor 
just in case. Then he went down the hallway to the powder 
room and ran a wet washcloth under cold water, pressing it 


to his face, under his eyes, his neck, until he stopped feeling 
flushed. Then he went back out to the party. 


There were enough people there that Jeremy could blend 
without encountering either Nancy or Becket. And when he 
noticed at one point that both of them were absent, he 
stayed out by the pool and didn’t even look toward the 
house. 


Chapter Seventeen 


Christopher was wakened by an odd sound. 


“Turner here,” a deep voice rumbled under his cheek. The 
warm, furred flesh of the man there stirred, and Christopher 
reluctantly gave up his pillow so Bill could sit up in bed. 
“Yes. Yes. Where?” Bill was still fumbling for his glasses 
when Christopher handed him the pen and pad of paper. 


Christopher rose to pee, noting that it was only two a.m. 
When he came back from the bathroom, Bill was buckling 
his belt. 


“Another case?” 
“Sort of. They found the body of a suspect.” 


“I’m ...” Christopher had been going to say he was sorry. 
But it occurred to him that this might be a good thing. “Do 
you have time for coffee?” 


“If it’s made l'Il take a cup with me...” Bill sorted through 
the small leather overnight bag he seemed to carry 
whenever Christopher and he met. He brought out a 
toothbrush and toothpaste. 


“The towels on the shelf in there are clean,” said 
Christopher. “lIl start a pot of coffee.” He was almost out of 
the bedroom, when he was grabbed, spun, and kissed hard. 
Bill’s breath was as funky as Christopher’s probably was. 
The stubble burned and his lips were chapped. The kiss was 
a little wet, a little feverish, and in the moment they 
embraced, Christopher felt Bill, urgent and hard, pressed 
against his thigh. 

“Thanks,” said Bill, husky. And let him go. 
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Kate met Bill at the door of the precinct, keys in hand. 
“Gates is waiting at the scene.” 


Bill fell into step with her as she jogged toward her car. 
“What do you know?” 


“Tarot cards. Wrists and ankles bound. Body half-naked 
and splattered with, probably, semen. The body was lying in 
cold water when they found it, so. TOD might be iffy.” 


They climbed into Kate’s car. “Who found the body?” 


“Indigent who usually sleeps in the showers at night.” 
Kate threw her car into gear. “I wonder if this is the result of 
Gates’ cage rattling. Oh, and | hear Stuart is on the scene 
asking for you again.” 

She could hear Bill’s teeth grinding over the rumble of her 
V8. 
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Maybe the crime scene was too cold and the hour too late 
for any but the most tenacious of reporters, or maybe Smith 
had been able to keep a tighter lid on the news this time, 
but there were only a few media personnel camped outside 
the men’s showers down on Venice Beach. 


The showers were usually rank, with urine and sea water 
and trash. But overwhelmingly denser and more repugnant 
than those was the smell of the body. 

“How long?” Bill asked the ME gruffly. 

“More than a day,” she said, shrugging. She spooned a 
maggot from the body’s nose into a sterile container, as if 
she were merely placing sugar in her tea. 

Bill exhaled in frustration. 

“Look at these,” said Kate. A few tarot cards lay in the 
water below the dead man’s head. Bill saw immediately that 
they were the same images he’d seen spread out on Sylvie 
Black’s table. 


The ME and her aide rolled the body and, covering her 
mouth and nose with her sleeve, Kate bent over and then 
pointed at the back of the head where two black-red holes, 
Surrounded by extensive stippling, made the cause of death 
pretty certain. 


“I think we might have a bullet or two here that we can 
send to ballistics,” said the ME. 


“I'll bet they match that,” said Bill. He pointed at the gun 
lying in the corner. 


While they bagged it and tagged it and sent the serial 
numbers over the wire to be identified, Bill walked out onto 
the sand to deal with Stuart. 
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“You know | can’t give you a statement,” said Bill. He’d 
gotten a cigarette lit. It helped drive the smell from his nose 
sometimes. “Smith already told you as much.” 


Stuart held a scarf over his face. His cameraman and 
microphone were still in a van some twenty yards inland on 
the boardwalk, but he had a small handheld recorder. “The 
citizens of Los Angeles County have a right to know if there 
is a serial killer out there.” 


“Nobody is keeping anything from the citizens of Los 
Angeles,” said Bill. 

“How about the name of the deceased?” 

Bill threw his cigarette into the sand and didn’t answer. 

“Any suspects?” 

“You'll be the first we call, okay, Stuart?” Kate had just 
ended what looked to Bill to have been an illuminating 
conversation on her cell phone with someone. “Excuse 
me.” He ducked back under the crime scene tape and met 
Kate halfway. 

“We've got a hit on the gun,” she said. “Three guesses 
who it’s registered to and don’t you dare say, ‘I told you 
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Chapter Eighteen 


“There you are.” The party had dribbled down to only a 
few inebriated stragglers, when Becket caught up to Jeremy 
in the front hall. Jeremy noted that Becket’s jacket was 
gone. His shirt -sleeves rolled casually up to his elbows. 


“Should | call myself a cab?” asked Jeremy. 


“I'd rather you didn’t.” Becket leaned against the cedar- 
paneled wall. “I don’t owe you an explanation.” 


“| didn’t ask you for one.” 
Becket made a face. “It was only a kiss.” 


There were kisses. And there were kisses, of course. This 
had definitely been a prelude-to-something type of kiss. But 
Jeremy wouldn’t lower himself to the level of jealous 
mistress. “You don’t owe me an explanation,” he reminded 
Becket, watching passing car lights as they rose, arched and 
passed the front windows. He felt bizarrely cold inside and 
realized, suddenly, that he was shivering. 


“1...” Becket scrubbed at his hair with both hands. It left 
him looking disheveled and disarmingly vulnerable. “Jeremy, 
please. At least...can we find someplace and talk about 
this?” 

“You don’t do talking.” 

“No, | don’t, but...alright, maybe | do owe you an 
explanation. Will you listen to it?” 

Feeling like he’d won some small victory, Jeremy said, “l 
will.” 

“Not here,” said Becket. “My place. If...if you still want...” 


Jeremy suspected he would a/ways still want. It was a 
troubling thought. “Sure.” 
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The night was like an unfurling roll of black silk. Becket’s 
car sluicing around the curves of the almost abandoned 
mountain roads, headlights swooping over precipices and 
jutting rocks as they drove. 


Soft jazz on the radio, Becket’s hair silver and blue under 
the moonlight. His hand, warm and intimate on Jeremy’s 
upper thigh. 


The car seemed to sigh as Becket parked at the bottom of 
the flagstone steps to his house. The stroke of Becket’s 
hand on Jeremy’s thigh and the way he looked at him before 
he climbed from the car, and Jeremy was hard enough that 
it was difficult to climb the steep path to Becket’s door. 

He almost ran into Becket, who had stopped and gone 
completely still on the landing. 

At the top were two uniformed police officers, Bill Turner 
and Kate Crandall, and another blond man. They were 
accompanied by the sound of walkie-talkie chatter. Jeremy 
noticed the loop of light at the corner of a driveway, which 
must have been a parked police cruiser. 

“Hello, Mr. Russell,” said Turner. “We’d like you to come to 
the station for a talk.” 

Jeremy put his hand on Becket’s back and felt the man 
breathing fast and shallow, like a trapped lizard. 

“Why?” said Becket. “Is there a charge?” 

“Do you own a gun?” asked Bill. 

“|I own several guns,” said Becket, slowly. 

“A Glock 26,” said Bill. “Some call it a ‘Baby Glock’. Typical 
woman's gun?” 

Jeremy felt Becket inhale and exhale before he replied. 
“It’s registered.” 


“Yes, that’s why we knew whom it belonged to when we 
found it near the body,” said Bill. 


“Body?” said Jeremy. 
Bill didn’t seem to hear him. He stared hard at Becket and 
said, “Shall we go?” 


Jeremy saw Becket’s Adam’s apple move as he swallowed. 
“Yes,” he said. 


“I'll follow,” said Jeremy. 


Becket looked back at him then. He didn’t speak. Then he 
looked away. 


Jeremy climbed into the car, sliding on his headset and 
turning his phone back on as he started the Audi up and 
waited for the policemen to precede him. 


“Leslie?” he said. “I need Tom Moore’s number. How the 
fuck should | know? Thanks.” He waited. By the time the 
police cruisers had pulled out and Jeremy was sitting behind 
them at the base of Topanga Canyon, Tom Moore's offices 
had advised him of his emergency number and Jeremy had 
dialed it. 


“Hello, this is Jeremy Reilly. | don’t know if you remember 
me, I’m Becket Russell’s assistant,” he said, hitting his 
blinker and turning left. “Listen, | know you're Griffen’s 
lawyer, but | don’t know who else to call. Becket’s been 
arrested and he’s going to need a lawyer. | don’t know. The 
cop said something about a body and a gun registered to 
Becket? Yes. Yes, | thought so. Of course. You’re welcome. 
Goodbye.” Jeremy disconnected and brooded, sitting at the 
next in the series of lights down Ventura Boulevard, tapping 
his finger on the steering wheel. A couple of young men 
drove up next to him and gunned their engine — Becket’s 
tricked out Audi attracting attention. 


They were around his age, with wide grins and wild hair, 
and Jeremy thought how alien they looked. He couldn’t 


imagine being that carefree. 


He found a parking spot near the station they’d taken 
Becket to and stood outside for a minute, making more 
calls. He sent Leslie to Becket’s house and another PA to his 
office. He had them lock up both with severe instructions to 
call Jeremy if anyone should demand entrance. He paced up 
and down on the sidewalk until Tom Moore drove up and 
then he accompanied him into the station. 
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“The assistant followed us into the station,” Kate told Bill 
as they ushered Becket into an interview room. 


Bill glanced back at the front desk. The red-haired 
assistant stood there, with Griffen’s lawyer, who was coming 
towards them with a look of purpose. 


“Good,” said Bill, before Moore could speak. “We'd like to 
talk to you, too.” 


“I’m happy to talk to you any time, Detective,” said 
Moore. “You didn’t need to arrest Becket Russell to get my 
attention.” 


“Russell isn’t under arrest. Yet,” said Bill. “We just want to 
talk to him.” 


“Tom, they said my gun was found at a crime scene.” 
Russell had a tired manner. It was the weary resignation Bill 
was accustomed to seeing in criminals who had finally been 
caught. 


“Somebody must have lifted it during one of your parties. 
I’ve told you to lock those things up,” said Tom as they were 
ushered into an interview room. “Let me answer all the 
questions.” 


Russell shook his head and sat at the table where Bill 
indicated a chair. “I’ve got nothing to hide, Tom.” 

Bill threw down the first photograph and Russell just 
looked at it, numbly. “What is this?” he said. 


Bill threw down three more of the photos from the crime 
scene. Each one, the body from a different angle. The last 
clearly showed the staring eyes of James Griffen, the tarot 
cards lying around his bloody and damaged head. 


Becket’s reaction wasn’t exactly what Bill had expected. 


“This is a trick.” His skin had gone stark and bloodless and 
under the room’s bad fluorescents he looked like a portrait 
of a vampire. 


“No trick,” snapped Bill. He threw down another 
photograph and Becket pushed himself violently back from 
the table, out of his chair and seemed to lose all sense of 
place until Moore grabbed hold of him. 


“Oh, my God. Oh, my God.” Russell repeated over and 
over. 


Moore, also white as a sheet, was however a little more 
rational. “I'd like an explanation, please.” 


“We found James Griffen’s body a few hours ago,” said 
Bill. 


Russell stared, his nostrils were wide, as if he were trying 
to breathe. “I thought James was in Europe. He.. | just talked 
to him, didn’t I? I—” 

“Listen to me.” Moore turned to Becket and held him by 
both arms, shaking him to bring his wild focus back to him 
and his words. “Listen, Becket. They found James a few 
hours ago, so you couldn’t have just spoken to him.” 


“No!” Russell tried to push him away, but the officer 
standing in the corner and Moore kept him in place and 
eased him back into the chair. He swept the photographs 
away from himself and hunched over, hands over his eyes. 


“No,” whispered Russell again. Bill considered that, with 
these people, what he was witnessing could have been a 
carefully rehearsed act. But his gut told him that Russell, at 
least, wasn’t faking his shock. 


“We think someone resembling Mr. Griffen used his ID to 
pass through TSA security at the airport,” said Bill 
“Someone tried to make us think that Mr. Griffen was 
overseas. So we might be talking about conspiracy in 
addition to murder—” 


“Murder.” Russell turned his pale face towards Moore. “No 


” 


“Medical Examiner places time of death at yesterday 
evening, sir. Can you tell me where you were between 10 
pm and 8 am night before last?” 


“I...No...No...” Russell shook his head, and Moore placed 
an arm over his shoulder and mouth close to his ear. “You 
have an alibi, Becket. You were with Jeremy Reilly all night, 
right?” 

Russell shook his head. “No. No, I saw...” 


“Becket,” Snapped Moore. “Don’t say anything else.” Arm 
still around Russell’s shoulder, Moore glared up at Bill. “Mr. 
Reilly will verify Mr. Russell’s alibi, detectives. He’s waiting 
just outside. If there’s nothing else, I'd like to...” 


“Well, there is one other thing,” said Bill going to the 
corner of the room, where they’d plugged in an AV cart with 
a VCR. “There’s a tape we found at the scene.” 


He pressed a button on the VCR. Russell seemed to be 
only half-aware of what was playing, Moore, however, did 
not seem surprised by what was on the tape. The video was 
clear enough that it was obvious what was going on and 
with whom. 


“Turn that off,” Moore snapped. 


“Well, wait, this is where it gets interesting.” Bill fast- 
forwarded the tape to a section where Russell’s voice could 
clearly be heard begging the other man to stop. 


“You don’t want me to stop,” said James Griffen’s voice, 
from behind the mask. “Tell me.” 


“Please,” said Russell. “I...please stop, Griffen. I...” 
“No. Tell me.” 


Sobbing. “I don’t want you to stop,” they heard Russell 
whisper. 


Griffen’s voice, grimly satisfied, “Good.” 


“Turn that off,” said Moore, rising from his chair and 
pointing. His face was bright red. “My client cannot possibly 
be a suspect and that tape has nothing to do with this 
murder.” 


“Motive,” said Bill. “I understand, Mr. Russell. It was a kind 
of self-defense, wasn’t it? The man controlled your life and 
then he made you participate in...” 


Russell moaned. It was an inhuman sound. Moore put a 
hand on his shoulder. 


“Your premise is ridiculous. And, as | said, Mr. Russell has 
an alibi.” 


Bill turned off the tape. Russell’s head was still buried in 
his hands. 


“My client has nothing to say,” said Moore. 


He and Bill glared at each other with chins outthrust, like 
bulldogs squaring off. Which was Kate’s cue She pulled up a 
chair across from where Russell hunched over and stretched 
her hands across the desk towards him. “I’m sorry for your 
loss,” she said in her most soothing tones. 


There was a rap at the door, a deputy handing a message 
in. Over her shoulder, Bill could see the red hair of Russell’s 
assistant where he stood at the main desk. 

“Excuse me a moment,” he said, and stepped out of the 
interview room leaving Russell and his attorney to Kate’s 
considerable expertise. “Do we have an empty interview 
room?” 
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Jeremy stood for some time at the front desk trying to get 
someone to tell him what was happening to Becket. A 
stocky woman in a dark blue suit identified herself as Officer 
Tyler, shook his hand, and offered him a seat in another 
room. Moments later Detective Turner entered the room, 
gently closing the door, and Jeremy was annoyed to realize 
that he had allowed himself to be led to an interview room. 
He’d had experiences with exactly this sort of room in New 
York, those couple times his father had gotten himself into a 
jam. 

“It’s Mr. Reilly, isn’t it?” Turner pulled out a chair and sat, 
hands folded on the table before him. “We met at the lot but 
really didn’t have a chance to talk.” 


“I’m only here to drive Becket Russell home when you've 
finished with him.” 


“That could be a while. You want a cup of coffee or 
something? We’ve only got a vending machine out there, 
but | might be able to find something for you to eat.” 


“I'm fine. What do you mean, it might be a while? What’s 
going on?” 

“Well, l’d like some coffee. Hang on a minute and I'll get a 
deputy to fetch us something. Don’t move.” Detective 
Turner rose and went to the door. 


“Sure,” said Jeremy. His mind was racing. “As long as 
you're up. I'd like a soda.” He watched Turner step out into 
the hallway, thinking fast. What kind of guy was this 
detective and how could Jeremy best manage him? A few 
minutes later, the detective came back in the room with two 
plastic cups and a can of soda which he set in front of 
Jeremy. Then he pulled out a chair and gave Jeremy the 
biggest fakest smile Jeremy had seen in his three years in 
Hollywood. 


“Now. Let’s have a nice chat,” said Turner. 
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The assistant was a good-looking kid. Just an inch or so 
shy of six foot, and built like someone accustomed to using 
his muscles. With the lean look of youth, an earnest, worried 
face, dark blue eyes and a nice red mouth. He looked both 
eager to please and wet around the ears. Bill imagined that 
Jeremy Reilly was just the sort of innocent sickos like Russell 
would be attracted to. 


“How old are you, Mr. Reilly?” 

Reilly’s tongue swiped that red mouth. “Twenty-five. I’ve 
been lucky, got this gig practically straight out of film 
school.” He fingered the can of soda Bill had brought him. 

“We met at the lot,” said Bill. “But | never understood 
exactly what you do there.” 

“Im a personal assistant,” said Jeremy. “Second AD. 
That’s like an assistant director’s assistant.” 

“And Becket Russell is your immediate supervisor?” 

“Yes.” 

“And your boyfriend?” 

Color flared briefly in Reilly’s cheeks. “No. | mean, | don’t 
know.” His gaze dropped and his brow furrowed. That 
tongue made a sweep of his lower lip again. “Why did you 
arrest him?” 

“How much do you know about Becket Russells 
relationship with James Griffen?” 

“What? Griffen is our boss.” 

“And Russell’s lover.” 

Reilly’s gaze slid sideways. Away from Bill’s. “How do you 
know that?” 

“We have video tape that he and his boyfriend recorded 
just a few days ago. It’s pretty clear that they had a sexual 
relationship.” 

The kid looked a little sick. “Oh.” 


“And now James Griffen is dead.” 


Reilly seemed to tilt sideways. He set his elbow on the 
table and rested his head in his hand. “Oh, my God.” 


“I’m a homicide detective, Mr. Reilly. I’m investigating 
what looks like two murders now. You don’t want to lie to 
me,” 


“Lie?” said Reilly, weakly. His lower lip thrust out in a pout 
and he licked it again. 


“The other day, when you told me you spent the night 
with Becket Russell. You felt like you had to say that, didn’t 
you?” 

Reilly’s seemed to wilt. Bill sat back in his chair, watching 
and waiting to see what would pop out. 


Reilly inhaled, exhaled, twisted his fingers together in his 
lap and then he raised his head and gazed earnestly into 
Bill’s eyes. “Do | look gay to you, Detective?” 


Bill was completely taken aback. “What?” 


“| never thought | was until that night...I...yes, | was with 
Becket Russell.” Reilly’s whole face flushed so hard he was 
almost maroon and his voice dropped to a whisper. “I’ve 
never been much for sex, you know? I...I...| never...with a 
girl. | don’t know what happened. | was drunk. Does that 
count?” 

Bill found himself embarrassed. “I see.” 

“He’s just so...” If the kid blushed any more his head 
would burst. “I mean Becket Russell is famous, Detective. 
And I’m just some gopher. It’s...it’s a compliment, isn’t it?” 

The vaguely randy thoughts he had been having about 
Reilly’s red lips came back to Bill uncomfortably. He cleared 
his throat and said, “Well, anything you tell us will be 
confidential. Unless, of course, it comes to trial.” 

“Oh, my God,” said Reilly. And he buried his head in his 
hands. “What would they ask me in a trial? W-would they 


ask me if we had sex? And where? Because we were in his 
living room. And then the b-bedroom. W-would th-they ask 
me how many times we d-did it?” 


“ld guess that they’d just want you to vouch for Mr. 
Russell’s presence the entire evening. You say you were 
drunk. Did you... “ Bill cleared his throat. He was 
unfortunately visualizing the scenario a little too vividly. “Did 
you pass out?” 


Reilly shook his head, eyes lowered so that his reddish 
eyelashes covered those dark blue eyes. “He...| was upset. 
He sat with me all night. H-he was very kind. And then...and 
then...” Reilly covered his mouth with one hand and 
whispered. “We did it again.” 

Feeling like a pervert, Bill resisted the urge to cover 
Reilly’s other hand with his own and instead left the room to 
get an interview form. He filled it out for him, quickly and as 
succinctly as possible. “Just your standard interview form. 
Do me a favor and check to see that | got everything right?” 

Reilly read it over carefully. His head bent, ears flaming 
red. Then he set the pen on the signature line and shakily 
scribed his name across it. “If my mother knew,” he said, 
setting the pen down. 

Bill knew how he felt. “Between us men, it’s not such a big 
deal.” 

“No?” 

“Try to forget it.” 

Reilly’s eyes read Bill's, Seeking reassurance. He 
swallowed and then nodded. “Um. Speaking of my mother, 
I'd like to call her. Can | leave now?” 

“Sure, kid.” Bill watched him leave the building. He felt 
like a dog. 
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“Hello, Leslie?” Jeremy glanced quickly behind himself to 
see if the detective was still watching him. 

“Oh, my God,” said Leslie. “I heard that Becket Russell 
was arrested. Was it drugs?” 

“No,” said Jeremy. “They found Griffen. He’s dead. For 
some reason they think Becket had something to do with it.” 

Leslie was absolutely silent and Jeremy imagined he was 
probably standing there with his mouth hanging open. 

“It’s okay. He has an alibi so they should be letting him go 
pretty soon.” 

“Fuck,” breathed Leslie. 

“I know. I’m stuck here waiting for him, Leslie. But | need 
someone to go down to Griffen’s office before the police get 
there.” 

“What?” 

“And clear out his things. Tapes, DVDs, you know, stuff the 
cops don’t need to see. Just straighten things up a bit.” 

“His assistant —” 

“She quit, remember? You’re one of the only crew allowed 
in his office. And besides, | need it to be someone who will 
give whatever it is straight to me. Clear out his computer. | 
know it’s password protected, but he goes through 
assistant’s too often to be clever. It’s going to be his 
birthday or something. Be sure to go through his desk and 
check under the drawers. There might be something taped 
there...” 

“Jeremy,” breathed Leslie, “Have you lost your mina?” 

Jeremy clenched his teeth. “Will you do it for me? | don’t 
know who else to ask.” 

“As |am apparently your bitch...” 

“You're the only one | trust,” said Jeremy. 

A silence. “Oh, Jeremy,” said Leslie softly. 


“I'll call when | know more,” said Jeremy. “I have to go 
check on Becket now.” 
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Leslie disconnected his cell phone and laid it down on the 
bedside table. 


“Who was that?” asked Derek Stuart. He’d been typing on 
his laptop in bed. He hit ‘send’ and shut it down. 


“A friend wants my help.” 
“You called him Jeremy. Jeremy who?” 


Leslie rolled so that he lay across Derek’s broad chest, 
gazing into his eyes. “l'Il never betray my friends, Derek. 
Torture me all you want.” He placed a series of kisses across 
Stuart’s broad furred chest. 


“It would be my pleasure.” Stuart’s fingers played lazily 
through the layers of Leslie’s hair. He inhaled sharply when 
Leslie’s teeth enclosed a nipple. “Careful.” 


“Sensitive?” 

“Very.” Stuart smiled down at Leslie. “I’m covered with 
bites. My makeup gal is going to be telling tales.” 

“Sorry.” 

“Don’t be, you little ferret. | like it.” He drew a line down 
Leslie’s jaw with his thumb. “But are these people really 
your friends?” 

“Jeremy is.” 

Stuart let his thumb follow the line to Leslie’s lower lip. 
“It’s good to have friends.” 

“He wants me to do him a favor.” 

Stuart read Leslie’s hesitation correctly. “How illegal is this 
favor?” he asked. 

“I’m not sure. I'd... like to ask for advice, but my boyfriend 
works for the paparazzi media, and I’m not sure | could trust 
him to keep a secret.” 


Stuart’s wheat-colored eyebrows bent with concern. He let 
his finger trace the dimple in Leslie’s chin. The hair there 
was as fine as a baby’s. “I’m not in the business of keeping 
secrets, darlin’. If he’s a real friend he won’t ask you to do 
something he knows is wrong.” 


“Well, aren’t you the oracular one tonight.” 
“I’m sorry, Leslie. At least you know l'Il never lie to you.” 
Leslie captured Stuart’s hand before it wandered 
somewhere more distracting. “Can you give me a ride?” 
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Jeremy paced the parking lot outside the police station for 
what seemed like hours. He’d been lucky to pull off the 
blushes and shame for Detective Turner, but he was too 
tired to keep up the sham for long. Finally, the glass door 
swung open and Tom emerged, supporting Becket and 
guiding him across the lot to his car. 


They loaded Becket into the passenger side, and Moore 
pulled Jeremy aside. 


“I told them we were together all night,” said Jeremy. 

“Well, you were, right?” said Tom. “So that was the right 
thing to do.” 

Jeremy studied the man’s smooth face. “What happened?” 

“James Griffen was shot. It looks like by a gun registered 
to Becket,” said Tom. “They searched Griffen’s home and 
found incriminating tapes and letters that they say came 
from Becket. Crazy, threatening letters.” 

“Becket wouldn’t have done that.” 

“Of course not. He was too careful for that sort of thing. 
But the police don’t know him like we do.” 

Jeremy looked toward the car in which Becket sat waiting, 
hunched over and pale. 


“The police were brutal,” said Moore. “They made him 
look at the pictures of James’s body over and over. Don’t 
leave him alone tonight. l'Il make the necessary calls and 
come by later so we can discuss what has to be done.” 

“Got it,” said Jeremy. 

Tom had his cell phone out already and was turning 
toward his own car. “Stay in touch. Don’t worry about the 
studio. Don’t let him talk to anyone. And don’t leave him 
alone. Even for a minute. Understand?” 

“Okay.” 

Becket sat in the car, head bowed. He looked completely 
exhausted. When he buttoned his coat against the chilly 
night air, Jeremy could see his hands shaking. 

“I’m taking you home,” said Jeremy. 

Becket nodded. His teeth were chattering, and Jeremy 
could see him clenching his jaw trying to control it. Jeremy 
pushed the button to raise the roof of the car. 

“I have an Ambien prescription that’s ongoing,” said 
Becket. “Would you have someone pick some up?” 


“| don’t think so,” said Jeremy, starting the engine. 

“Jeremy, this is hardly the time to start...” 

“Hush. I’m taking you home. l'Il make sure you sleep.” 

Becket didn’t argue. He just sat back, hand over his eyes. 
Jeremy started the engine and drove them home in silence. 

Becket almost stumbled across the front hallway, making 
a beeline for the liquor cabinet. 

“You don’t need that,” said Jeremy. 

“Like hell,” said Becket, pouring bourbon liberally over two 
Slivers of ice. He picked up the glass and the bottle and 
headed down the hallway. 

Jeremy followed him. Becket toed off his shoes and only 
set the glass and bottle down long enough to shed all his 


clothes except his boxers. Then he crawled into the middle 
of his bed and sat, downing most of the glass in one go. 


Jeremy wasn’t sure what to do. So he crawled up next to 
him. 

Becket hugged the bottle. “Get your own,” he said 
hoarsely. 


“Okay,” said Jeremy. He went back out to the liquor 
cabinet and found more, cheaper bourbon, then came back 
in, lugging an ice chest with him. 


“Yes,” Becket clinked glasses with Jeremy. “That is why | 
hired you.” He had already refilled his glass, and he drank 
half of it down. The alcohol was already beginning to work. 
His eyes were soft and hazy, the pupils enormous and 
dilated, his immaculate hair fallen across his face, and his 
lips red. 

He held up his glass. “To James,” he said, his whisper 
Shaking. 

Jeremy solemnly returned the toast, watching as Becket 
downed the contents of his glass in another single go. 

“Christ,” said Becket. “Jesus fucking Christ.” He brushed 
his eyes with the back of the hand holding the highball 
glass. “They thought I’d done it,” he said. 

“I know.” 

“God.” Becket poured more alcohol, but his hand was 
Shaking so badly that he spilled. It wasn’t difficult for Jeremy 
to take the glass and the bottle from him. 

“I need that.” 

“I know,” said Jeremy. “I’m putting it right here on the side 
table. But you’re going to spill it all over yourself like this.” 
He handed a half-full glass to Becket, who took it, his eyes 
wide and puzzled. 

“Thank you,” said Becket. And then he sat, cross-legged 
and solemn, looking down at the drink he held with both 


hands. “Now what?” 


“I asked Tom that. He said there'll be an inquest and a 
hearing. They'll review your alibi and any information we 
have at that time, and then it’ll be over. You don’t have to 
worry, Becket. We all know...” 


“No,” said Becket. One hand rose and covered his face, 
and he seemed to curve over, as if he were being bent 
Slowly and painfully. “What now? What the fuck am | 
Supposed to do?” 


Jeremy didn’t know what to say, so he just put his hand on 
Becket’s shoulder. The man’s entire body was vibrating. 


Becket finished the drink, his teeth chattering against the 
glass, and let it fall to the mattress, where Jeremy rescued it 
and placed it carefully next to the bottle on the table. 
Becket was slowly rolling into a ball and then over onto his 
side. 


Jeremy curled around him, belly pressed to Becket’s back. 
After a very long while, Becket rolled over and held him. And 
then he started nuzzling Jeremy’s neck, his hands 
wandering downward. He reeked of alcohol and tears, and 
Jeremy wrestled him away. 


“Wanna fuck,” said Becket. “Need to feel...something.” 


“You need to sleep,” said Jeremy. He easily evaded 
Becket’s ineffectually groping hands and went to get a pair 
of pajamas for him. Becket lay there and let Jeremy dress 
him, protesting weakly but remarkably passive, allowing 
Jeremy to dress him, tuck him in. 


When Jeremy got up again to undress himself, Becket said 
unsteadily, “I intend to ravish you.” 

Jeremy gave him a concerned look, but he said. “Sure. Let 
me brush and floss and you can ravish away.” He took his 
time and sure enough when he came back into the 
bedroom, Becket was asleep. 
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“Thank God he has you,” said Moore. He stood at Becket’s 
wet bar, working it like someone intimately familiar with its 
contents. He’d been busy with legalities for an hour and a 
half but then had come straight up to Becket’s home to 
check on him. “What do you want to drink?” 


“Water, thanks,” said Jeremy. “Someone has to stay 
sober.” 


A measuring look. “This is going to get ugly. The police are 
sure they have their man.” Moore brought his drink over and 
sat down across from Jeremy in the big leather chairs in the 
front living room. From there, they could clearly see the 
unmarked car parked at the bottom of the long driveway. 


Moore studied Jeremy seriously. “He does have you, 
doesn’t he? | haven’t misread that?” 


“For better or for worse,” said Jeremy. 


“I hope it doesn’t come to the ‘worse’. The studio will be 
waiting to see which way the wind blows. Even if the LAPD 
never makes a case against him, Goldstone could feel that it 
just isn’t worth the bad publicity.” 


“Becket could get fired?” This had never occurred to 
Jeremy. 

“Well, technically, he was contracted as James’s AD so one 
could argue that the job no longer exists. There had been 
some talk of letting him co-direct since Spelling is busy on 
another project and since this one is almost in post. But he 
couldn’t possibly be expected to do so in the condition he is 
in presently. That is why it’s so important that he not be 
allowed to talk to anyone until he is more himself.” 

Jeremy couldn’t imagine how Becket would take losing his 
job on top of everything else. “What can | do to help?” he 
said. 


“Ah. Well, | think whatever we can do to bring normalcy to 
the situation. No one will expect Becket back at work 
tomorrow. Actually, | expect the production will shut down 
for a day. But he should be there the following day, coherent 
and ready to work.” 

Jeremy wondered if Moore understood just how 
devastated Becket was. “I'll try to get him there,” he said. 

“You're a good friend,” said Moore. “We're all lucky you're 
here.” 

“We?” 

“All of James’s and Becket’s friends and supporters.” 

“I knew you were Griffen’s lawyer,” said Jeremy. “But | 
didn’t know that you and Becket were friends.” 

Another discerning look. “Becket doesn’t make it easy to 
be his friend. But | always thought of him as the left ring and 
myself as the right in James Griffen’s mad circus.” 

Jeremy rested his chin in his hand. His whole body was 
Shaking with fear and exhaustion. “Is that a metaphor? | 
don’t understand.” 

“Becket is a special talent. He’s like a Stradivarius and 
James used him to play pop music.” 


Jeremy rubbed his aching forehead. 
Tom brought out a pack of cigarettes. “Do you mind?” 
Jeremy shook his head numbly. 


Tom lit up and exhaled slowly before he said, “It takes its 
toll. I’ve been concerned about Becket for some time.” 


“You think he did it,” said Jeremy. 
Moore looked down at his cigarette. “I haven’t said that. 


Do you understand me, Jeremy? If anyone asks, | never said 
| thought Becket killed James Griffen.” 


Jeremy read the unsaid message in Moore’s eyes. “The 
police think so.” 


“The police are remarkably unimaginative. They hear 
gossip about two men, and they presume the worst.” 


Jeremy studied the paper label on his designer water. “But 
we were together that night.” 

“Were you?” 

“Of course.” Jeremy recalled waking in the night to that 
empty silence. The sound of a car, the draft of an open door 
before Becket had appeared in the hallway. 


Moore studied him and appeared to correctly read 
Jeremy’s silence. “You aren’t Sure.” 


Jeremy raised his eyes and met Moore’s gaze steadily. “If 
anyone asks, you never heard me Say that.” 


“Good man.” Moore nodded. “And about the tape—” 
“Tape?” 
“The police have a tape that they believe places Becket at 


Griffen’s residence the night he was killed. You and | know, 
of course, how easily those sort of things can be faked.” 


“What’s on this tape?” 


Tom hesitated long enough that Jeremy was sure he could 
guess. “It doesn’t matter,” said Tom. “All that matters is that 
Becket has an alibi. Am | right?” 


Jeremy looked away again. “Griffen and Becket... that was 
more than a working relationship, wasn’t it?” 


Moore leaned across and touched Jeremy’s clasped hands. 
“Jeremy, look at me.” He tsked when he saw Jeremy’s 
expression. “James was a controlling man. A genius, but 
paranoid. Possessive and he could be cruel. He...used 
anything he could find to hold people’s loyalty.” 


Jeremy said softly, “And Becket was in love with him, 
wasn’t he?” 

“Becket was overwhelmed, Jeremy. It’s not the same thing. 
| was seduced as well. In my case, it was James’s power and 


money. Eventually, one sees what one has become and 
escapes. | believe, Jeremy, truly, that when Becket met you 
he had already broken James’s spell. | recognized the signs. 
| had my little crisis a year or so ago. You can only respond 
to so many paternity suits before...bitterness...sets in.” 


“Paternity suits?” Jeremy’s tired brain tried to understand. 
“Griffen made his bed,” said Tom. He took one last drag on 


the cigarette and then stubbed it out. “He’s left a mess 
behind. Let’s make sure Becket survives it.” 

Jeremy nodded. 

Moore stood. “I have to meet James’ wife at the airport. 
Anything comes up — anything at all, Jeremy — call me. 
Don’t call the police or the studio or any of Becket’s so- 
called friends before you call me. Understand? 

“I understand.” 

“And if Becket becomes too...erratic, if you feel you can’t 
handle it, call me. I’ve been down this road with him 
before.” 

“This road? What do you mean?” 

“You know this industry feeds a person's insipient 
paranoia. Becket can sometimes imagine things.” 

Jeremy stared up at him. 

Moore gave him a grim smile and put his hand on Jeremy’s 
shoulder. “There’s no sense in worrying about things before 
they happen.” 

Obviously, the man had never been a production 
assistant. 
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After Moore left, Jeremy patrolled the house, checking for 
press, police, or any other people who might intrude on 
Becket while he was weak. In Becket’s office, the computers 
that he’d left on and rendering before the party were still 


on. Jeremy pressed the space bar to boot up the operating 
system, so he could save and shut down. 


The image of DePaul stared down in a low-res, blurred 
close-up. It looked like an editing program had been 
running, capturing the footage, and Jeremy pressed the Quit 
button. But the digital tape deck wouldn’t release the 
project, so he had to sit down and press Go again. 


“You're absolutely right about that,” said DePaul, self- 
deprecating grin dazzling. “He’s very controlling.” 


“It’s not healthy for you,” said an unfamiliar female voice. 
A small snapping noise and a manicured hand placed a 
glossy tarot card on the table in front of DePaul. “It’s an 
obsession,” said the female voice, pointing at the image. 


Jeremy hit Stop, breathing hard. He _ fast-forwarded 
through the tape, watching the sped-up images of DePaul, 
Leslie, even Becket, zip by. Jeremy hit Stop again. 


Becket had been dubbing and exporting Sylvie Black’s last 
session at the party the night of her death. Jeremy opened 
the export tool and checked the last location that the 
software had written a movie to. It was Becket’s iDisk, a 
password protected external drive. 


Jeremy sat for a long time, thinking. Then he ejected the 
tape. Deleted all of the digitized material. He overwrote the 
file with unrelated material and then deleted that material. 
Three times. He emptied the cache and repeated all the 
steps again. Shut down the program and created a new 
password for the boot-up system. Then he searched all of 
the shelves and drawers in Becket’s office for any similar 
tapes. He found two. 


He went into the kitchen, found a trash bag, wrapped the 
tapes up in it and went out to the pool house with them. 
There, behind a sump pump and a bag of salt, he stashed 
the bag of tapes. Then he went back into the house and 


checked on Becket again. Becket lay in the same position 
Jeremy had left him. 


Jeremy, very carefully, pulled back the covers and 
snuggled in without waking him. 


Once, in the night, he rolled over in his sleep and felt a 
hand on his face. He opened his eyes and Becket was 
looking at him. Jeremy gave him a gentle smile. “Hey.” 


“| thought you'd left me,” said Becket. 
“Never,” said Jeremy. 


Becket stared solemnly at him for another minute and 
then his eyes closed, his face relaxing back into sleep. 
Toward dawn, Jeremy woke to find Becket spooned against 
his back, arms around his chest. An erection pressed hard 
into Jeremy’s back. The radio alarm went off, easy jazz, and 
Jeremy slid out of bed to turn it off. When he turned around, 
Becket was lying there, eyes open, watching him. 


“You Okay?” 


Becket held out a hand and Jeremy slid in and held him. 
After a time, he felt Becket’s mouth moving on his cheek. 
When Jeremy turned his head to kiss him, Becket 
whimpered and gave under him, clutching his shoulders. 
Jeremy separated their mouths and looked into Becket’s 
face. “Is this a good idea?” he whispered, petting Becket’s 
sideburns with a gentle forefinger. 


“Please,” said Becket. His cock pressed into Jeremy, 
dampness spreading across Jeremy’s belly. 


Jeremy was exhausted but his body didn’t seem to care. 
He could feel an answering desire rising in him, from the 
balls of his feet to his spine. He kissed Becket slowly, then 
his face, his neck. The man’s eyes shut, lashes moving, as 
he passively accepted the touches. 


He sighed when Jeremy kissed his chest, and obeyed 
readily when Jeremy whispered, “Roll over.” 


It was what Becket needed, so Jeremy squelched the 
uneasy guilt he felt over enjoying the feel of him, and when 
Becket demanded it harder, Jeremy didn’t have to try to be 
gentle. 


He was a little shocked when he heard his own loud shout 
as he came. But Becket lay beneath him, quiescent, 
breathing hard, his frame shuddering. 


“You okay?” Jeremy combed the damp strands of hair back 
behind Becket’s ear. Becket turned over and his face was 
more peaceful, his eyes sleepy. Becket’s belly was slimy and 
the sheets were damp, so Jeremy got a towel and cleaned 
them both up, Becket watching him, silent and with dark 
eyes. Then Jeremy crawled back and resumed the spooning 
position. After a while he felt Becket’s body relax as the man 
Slept again. 

X XK x 


Jeremy was awakened by his cell phone. Leslie in a panic. 


“The police arrived seconds after | left Griffen’s office, 
Jeremy,” he reported anxiously. 


“They didn’t see you, though?” Jeremy walked into the 
bathroom to pee. Becket’s bottle of Xanax sat on a shelf 
behind the toilet. He stashed it in the pocket of his robe. 


“No. Nobody saw me. I can’t believe Griffen is dead,” said 
Leslie. “My God, Jeremy.” 


Jeremy opened the medicine cabinet and began removing 
every dangerous drug he could see in there. Even the low- 
dose aspirin. He took the package of razors while he was at 
it. “I know. | had to bring Becket back from the police station 
last night, and I think there’s an unmarked car at the bottom 
of the driveway.” Jeremy walked into the kitchen and began 
opening drawers and cabinets. One of the cupboards 
revealed more Xanax and Jeremy added those to the rattling 
hoard in both his bathrobe pockets. 


“Adam called me as soon as he got onto the lot. Everyone 
here wants to know what’s going on with Becket. They’ve all 
been calling his house.” 


“We aren’t picking up, Leslie. The answering machine is 
full. They must be leaving messages with the service by 
now.” 


“It’s all over the news.” 


Jeremy’s eyes rolled toward the small LCD television that 
hung from the kitchen cabinets. There was a television in 
almost every room in the house. He hadn’t thought about 
that. 


“What are they saying?” 
“That the police have a suspect.” 
“Goddammit,” said Jeremy. 


“Jeremy.” Leslie paused long enough that Jeremy knew he 
was really thinking about what he said next. “Is he guilty?” 


“Leslie!” 


“Sorry, sorry, but think about it, Jeremy. Over a decade of 
being that man’s mistress. Watching him marry one woman 
after another. From everything we’ve been hearing here on 
the lot, practically his slave.” 


“What? What are people saying on the lot?” 
“It’s a scandal, Jeremy.” 


Jeremy left the kitchen and started his circuit through the 
house again, this time unplugging television sets. “Listen, 
Leslie, you have to stop them.” 


“What? Jeremy, seriously, how can | —” 


“You can. You know you can. You are the fucking queen of 
gossip, Leslie and you can stop this.” 


“Well, | appreciate the crown, Jeremy, but how do you 
suggest | do that?” 


“Start a better rumor.” 


“Better?” 


“| heard a rumor from a very good source...” Jeremy 
paused, thinking. His mind ran through every plot of every 
Soap opera he had ever watched. “That Sylvie Black was 
expecting a child by James Griffen.” 


A long silence. “Jeremy, that’s evil.” 


It was. “I don’t care,” said Jeremy. “Sylvie and Griffen are 
gone and it won’t hurt them. Becket’s alive and 
defenseless.” 


“Hardly,” said Leslie. “Now that he has you.” 


Jeremy opened a cabinet in a guestroom bathroom and 
came nose to nose with a woman’s diaphragm. “I’ve got to 
go,” he said, taking it out. He studied it for a minute. Then 
the contents of the rest of the bathroom. Tampons, 
toothbrushes. Very expensive perfume. He confiscated the 
drugs he found there and went into the bedroom, where he 
found women’s dresses and shoes in the closet. 


Back in the kitchen, he found a trash bag and bagged up 
all the drugs, then stashed them behind some bags at the 
back of the pantry. After checking on Becket, who still lay 
sound asleep across the bed, he stepped out onto the patio 
Surrounding the pool and dialed Bill Turner’s number. 

“This is Jeremy Reilly,” he told the voice mail. “I’ve been 
thinking about it and | might have more information for 
you.” He left his cell phone number and hung up. 

Back in the bedroom, Jeremy found Becket sitting up in 
bed looking around like he’d never been in the place before. 

Jeremy stopped in the doorway and Becket turned his 
puzzled expression on Jeremy. “How many days has it 
been?” 

“Just the one,” said Jeremy. “You were drunk for most of it. 
You've slept pretty much through the rest.” 

Becket nodded slowly. “I have to call Goldstone.” 


“They sent the crew home today. Tom Moore tells me he 
called the studio for you. We start up again tomorrow.” 

“That’s good, then,” said Becket. He moved with the 
deliberate care of a man with a severe hangover, swung his 
legs over the side of the bed and sat up slowly. Looking 
down at his bare feet on the floor. 

Jeremy padded over and sat next to him. Becket raised a 
hand and just laid it on Jeremy’s knee. They sat like that for 
some time and then Becket took a deep breath and stood 
up. 

Jeremy watched as Becket walked into the bathroom. He 
could hear him pee, run water. Heard the medicine cabinet 
open. 

Becket reappeared in the doorway, a weak version of the 
usual sardonic smile on his face. “You’ve taken my drugs.” 

“Yes,” said Jeremy. He didn’t explain himself. 

Becket stood there smiling for another minute and went 
back into the bathroom. After a minute, Jeremy heard the 
shower start. He went into the kitchen and put on coffee. 

After a while, Becket came into the kitchen and sat at the 
table, showered, hair combed back, in a white robe, sipping 
his coffee. “I’m not a suicide risk,” he said. 

“Good,” said Jeremy. He pushed bacon in a pan. 

“You took my razors.” 

Jeremy shoveled the breakfast onto a plate, brought it 
over and set it down in front of Becket. “Sometimes I’m 
overly thorough. It’s an occupational hazard.” 

Becket ate his eggs, drank orange juice. 

“This is good.” 

Jeremy nodded, slicing an apple on the cutting board. 

He turned around when he heard the fork hit the floor. 


“Becket.” And he was there, both arms around him, 
Becket on his knees in the middle of the kitchen, sobbing 
against Jeremy’s shoulder. 


“I can’t do this,” he said against Jeremy’s neck. 


“Sure you can,” said Jeremy. “Maybe not yet. Or not 
today.” 


“When is the memorial service?” whispered Becket. 


“PIL find out,” said Jeremy. He supported him as they 
hobbled back into the bedroom. He went out to the kitchen 
and cleaned up the breakfast things. When he came back 
into the bedroom, Becket was dressed, standing by the 
window, talking on the phone, and drinking. 


“Hello, darling. Yes. Yes, I’m heartbroken. But how are 
you? Oh, Christ, | am so sorry. Yes, of course you were. Oh, 
baby, that’s awful. No, he wouldn’t have wanted you to.” He 
nodded at Jeremy. “Honey | have to go. Okay. Thanks, dear. 
Good-bye.” 

Jeremy stared at this apparition. 


One of the nightstands apparently stood in as a liquor 
cabinet. Becket threw back the rest of the drink in his hand 
and poured himself a new one as he dialed. “Robert! Yes, | 
know. | can’t even yet. Yes. Yes. How are you holding up? 
Oh, Christ babe, don’t say that. No, he wouldn’t have 
wanted that and you know it. Yes. Well, if there’s anything | 
can do. Yes.” Becket had migrated into the living room, 
where he went to the bar, opened a drawer under the sink. 
He brought out a small vial and a glass pipe. 


“Becket...” Jeremy tried to take it away from him, but 
Becket, rather fiercely, slapped him away. He pocketed the 
stuff and walked back into the bedroom, into the bathroom 
and before Jeremy realized what he was doing, he was in 
the bathroom with the door locked. 


“Becket!” Jeremy hammered on the door. 


“For Chrissake, Jeremy.” Becket’s voice came through the 
door. “I’d share with you if you weren’t being such a prick 
about it.” 


Jeremy stopped hammering on the door, and finally 
Becket came back out. They shared a few lines of coke, and 
Becket went back out to the living room and fetched the 
bourbon. 


“If you say a word, l'Il lock you in the bathroom,” said 
Becket. 

“This isn’t helping.” 

“Yes, it is.” 


He poured another drink. Jeremy noted that Becket 
seemed at least physically steadier. His hands didn’t shake 
and his skin was no longer white and clammy. 


“James was more than a mentor,” said Becket. The words 
dropped into the stillness of the room. “We were... 
involved.” 

“Yes, I'd assumed.” 

“Had you?” Becket drank, his eyes on the palm tree 
swaying outside the bedroom window. “I told you 
differently.” 

Jeremy guessed that Becket wouldn’t want to know about 
Jeremy and Tom’s conversation. “I’m perceptive,” he said, 
dryly. “You’ve told me that, too.” 

“It wasn’t what you think.” 


Jeremy figured Becket had no idea what he thought. 
“What was it?” 

Becket shook his head and set his drink down deliberately 
on a table. “James needed to be worshipped,” he said. He 
rubbed the palms of his hands on his slacks. “And | guess | 
needed someone to...” 


“Worship?” 


“Follow,” Becket said. “There are tapes.” The last said ina 
Slightly shaky voice. 


Jeremy looked at him. “What kind of tapes?” 

“Mmmm. Yes, well, potentially embarrassing for you, | 
think, if you continue to be associated with me.” 

“I think it’s a little late for me,” said Jeremy. 

Becket gave him a pained look. “Il never wanted this to 
happen.” 

Jeremy set this aside. What was the point? “What exactly 
is on these tapes?” 

For answer, Becket stood and went to a chest of drawers, 
opened the bottom one and brought out a handful of items. 
He tossed them on the bed next to Jeremy. They clinked as 
they fell. 

There was leather. And then there was... leather. One of 
the objects actually looked like a harness with a bit. Jeremy 
nodded, thinking fast. “Okay. Moore will make sure the tapes 
aren’t made public, right?” 

“Jeremy...” 

“What do you want me to say, Becket?” 

“He was all I had,” said Becket. 

Jeremy looked up at him. Becket stood there, arms 
hanging, hands open and empty. He looked lost. 

Jeremy rose and wrapped his arms around him. “Now you 
have me,” he said. 


Chapter Nineteen 


Sonyin Mitsui-Griffen, James Griffen’s widow, entered the 
police station amidst a wave of retinue and neatly suited 
serious Japanese men. A woman in a navy Brooks Brothers 
suit and low-heeled navy pumps shook Bill’s hand firmly and 
announced, “I’m Rebecca Lawson, Mrs. Griffen’s personal 
assistant. She’s come to speak to you about her husband’s 
death.” 


“Yes, ma’am.” 


Sonyin was petite and neatly coiffed and spoke softly, 
though she spoke little. She sat primly on her seat and let 
her people speak for her. The statement was brief and easy. 
She had been out of the country when her husband was 
murdered. Everyone felt that showing her the crime scene 
photos was redundant and the body had already been 
identified. 

“My husband was a great artist,” she told Bill, softly. She 
seemed averse to even looking at Kate, let alone speaking 
to her. 


“Yes, ma’am,” said Bill. “When did you last speak to your 
husband?” 


“He called me the night before last.” 


This jived with the phone records they’d received. “Were 
you acquainted with a Ms. Sylvie Black? She worked for your 
husband.” 

Sonyin turned her perfect oval face towards Ms. Lawson. 


“Mrs. Mitsui-Griffen has very little to do with her 
husband’s business affairs,” said Ms. Lawson. 


“You own several production companies now,” Bill told her. 
“What will you do with those?” 


Sonyin’s oval nails were a shade of light pink that 
matched her Chanel knit suit. She smoothed an invisible 
wrinkle in her skirt. 


“Mrs. Mitsul-Griffen hopes that her late husband’s 
business partner will continue to run the companies as he 
would have wished,” Ms. Lawson told Bill and Kate. “She has 
no interest in the film industry.” 


“Mrs. Mitsui-Griffen...” Bill paused uncomfortably. He was 
annoyed to realize that he felt embarrassed asking these 
questions of the demure woman. “Did your husband ever 
tell you that he was afraid of someone? A rival in business 
or a... a friend who had expectations... of... a...” 


Sonyin’s lowered her eyes. “My husband had many 
friends.” 


“Mrs. Mitsui-Griffen has been traveling for eleven hours, 
detectives. She will be happy to receive you in her home 
after she has rested,” said Ms. Lawson firmly. 


Sonyin left as neatly and quietly as she had entered, Ms. 
Lawson lagged behind. 


“What was your partner hemming and hawing about?” she 
asked Kate. 


“We wondered if she knew about the affairs,” said Kate. 


“How could she not? It’s on the front page of every paper 
in town and all over the news,” said Ms. Lawson. “Sonyin is 
the daughter of one of Japan’s more powerful families. She 
was educated at Oxford. She isn’t stupid.” 

“Of course not,” said Kate. “Were any of the women a 
threat? Had she spoken to any of them? Received letters or 
messages?” 

Ms. Lawson studied Kate carefully. “To be honest, 
detectives, the marriage was in trouble already. Sonyin was 


in Japan speaking to the family lawyer. Mr. Griffen’s 
infidelities were no secret, but Sonyin’s lawyers did not yet 
have proof. If Mr. Griffen was, indeed, involved with this 
murdered woman, I’m afraid the divorce would have been 
inevitable. Sonyin’s family would not have stood for it, even 
if Sonyin were inclined to do so.” 


“Alimony?” asked Bill. “I mean, who held the assets?” 


Ms. Lawson looked him up and down. “James Griffen’s 
production companies were his own. He and Tom Moore held 
them under an umbrella of underwriters and marketing 
corporations. Sonyin’s assets were the house and her dowry 
through her family’s holdings. There was very little cross- 
pollination. Of course, in the event of a divorce, the assets 
of both parties would be analyzed and an amicable and fair 
judgment would be reached. Most probably, Mr. Griffen 
would have been left with the assets he brought into the 
marriage. His production companies and a few properties. 
There was a pre-nup, but Sonyin had no need to be difficult 
and she is not some street tramp who beats her errant 
husband over the head. The last thing Sonyin would have 
wanted is the tabloids screaming her shame to the world. 
This is very difficult for her.” 


X kx 


Bill and Kate exchanged ideas after Ms. Mitsui-Griffen had 
left. 


“The wife’s family are scary people,” said Kate. “The stuff 
James Bond movies are made of. But | can’t see a motive for 
Griffen to kill Sylvie Black, if she were threatening to tell his 
wife about the affair. According to Ms. Lawson, the divorce 
would have been fairly amicable. The wife’s people hate 
scandal more than anything.” 


“You think there’s a chance the murder had something to 
do with her people?” 


Kate shrugged. The mound of paperwork in front of her 
seemed not to have diminished by even a fraction in the 
past days and her eyes were tired. “This thing has got the 
media all in a tizzy. I’m sure they wouldn’t have wanted 
that. | think there just would have been an independent 
audit, a lot of paperwork and that would be that.” 


Bill tapped his pencil thoughtfully. “So we're back to 
motive.” 

“There was a lot of rage in the attack on Sylvie Black. You 
said it yourself. It’s personal, whatever it is.” 

“I still like Russell for it.” 

“Who has an alibi.” Kate tapped with her pencil, then 
realized she was picking up the habit from Bill and set the 
pencil down, annoyed. “But you believed the assistant.” 

“I think it cost him to admit he’d been with Russell.” 

“We also have Angie Dyste,” suggested Kate. “Who lied 
about her relationship with Griffen.” Kate picked up the 
phone. “I wonder where she was last night.” 

While she dialed, Bill logged onto another tarot website. 
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Jeremy had never thought he’d complain about too much 
sex. “I can’t,” he said, when Becket draped himself around 
his shoulders, pelvis grinding suggestively against Jeremy’s 
backside. 

Becket produced a couple of blue lozenges. “The joys of 
modern medicine.” 

“What is that?” 

Becket laughed, softly. “My God, you don’t recognize 
Viagra? How young are you?” 

If the man weren’t tragically unbalanced at the moment, 
Jeremy would have slapped him. As it was, he gently worked 
Becket loose and sat him down in a chair by the pool with a 
non-alcoholic juice drink. Then he began another search of 


the house for any pharmaceuticals he might have missed on 
his first sweep. 


The knock at the door made his heart surge and he 
opened it, fully expecting to see more police. Instead, he 
saw Tom Moore and a beautifully dressed petite Japanese 
woman. 

“Jeremy Reilly, may | present Sonyin Mitsui-Griffen,’ 
Tom. 

“How do you do?” Jeremy thrust his hand out 
automatically, but Sonyin merely gazed at his and kept her 
own hands folded over her clutch purse. 


Jeremy dropped his hand and looked up at Tom. 


“Sonyin would like to speak with Becket,” said Tom. He 
looked edgy and Jeremy’s instinct was to shut the door in 
their faces. But it wasn’t his home and Tom’s expression was 
intense and serious, so he stepped to the side and waved 
them through. 


“I'll fetch Becket.” 


Sonyin’s name seemed enough to rouse Becket from his 
fugue. He was able to dress in a civilized manner and make 
his way into the living room where she waited. 


Jeremy heard the shootout soundtrack to a Clint Eastwood 
movie in his head when Sonyin and Becket stood facing 
each other. But then Becket crossed the room, seeming to 
fold up around the tiny woman, who held him tightly for 
several minutes. 


When they separated, Becket’s cheeks were damp. Sonyin 
withdrew a handkerchief from her purse, dabbing at the 
corners of her eyes. 

“Jeremy, Sonyin and | want to talk privately,” said Becket. 


Tom shot a warning look at Jeremy and surreptitiously 
shook his head. 
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“Mrs. Griffen, can | offer you a drink?” asked Jeremy, 
indicating one of the club chairs. At the same time, Tom took 
Becket’s elbow and guided him to a long sofa. 

“No, thank you,” said the woman very softly. 

“I'll have a scotch, no ice,” Tom told Jeremy. Jeremy mixed 
drinks, brought a club soda to Becket and poured himself a 
scotch as well. 

Sonyin had stretched her hand out to Becket’s knee, and 
they sat, his hand over hers. 

“My heart is breaking,” said Becket to Sonyin. She 
nodded. “If there is ever anything you need,” said Becket. 
Sonyin nodded again, lowering her eyes. 

In his mind’s eye, Jeremy saw the parade of brazen 
actresses and party girls that had kept company with James 
Griffen. He couldn’t even imagine Sonyin and James 
together. Sonyin and Becket made more sense. 

The way they were looking at each other even made it 
seem possible. 

“Had you seen him recently?” asked Sonyin. 

“Only at work,” said Becket. “The last time | spoke to him, 
he said he was about to call you.” 

“I spoke to him two days ago,” said Sonyin. Her perfect 
face masked any emotion, although her eyes were bright 
with tears. 

“I’m sorry,” said Becket. “He spoke of you frequently.” 

“Becket, | have to ask you this.” Sonyin bowed her head 
briefly. “I heard a woman died...” 

“An employee,” said Becket, quickly. His hand clasped 
Sonyin’s tightly. 

“A terrible thing,” said Tom. “But it had nothing to do with 
James.” 

Sonyin shook her head. “My father’s mother is afraid that 
the woman’s ghost is cursing our house.” 


Tom and Jeremy exchanged glances, but Becket seemed 
unsurprised by this statement. “What do you want me to do 
for you?” 

“Was there a family?” 

“l'm not sure.” 


“Would you please find out for me? We would like to honor 
her ghost. My father’s mother is very worried.” 


Becket assured her he would do anything he could, and 
Tom echoed these assurances. Sonyin seemed to become 
impossibly frail by this time, and Tom offered to escort her 
home. 


“I'll be back in half an hour,” he told Jeremy. “Becket and | 
have some business to discuss.” 


“You sure he’s up to it?” 
Tom shook his head, face grim. “This can’t wait.” 


“I’ve got to run a few errands, then. How long do you 
need?” 


“Just an hour or so.” Tom turned to Becket, who sat in the 
chair seeming oblivious. “Becket? Did you hear me?” he 
said, as to an elderly person. “lIl be back in thirty minutes.” 


Becket stood at the door watching Tom lead Sonyin to her 
limousine. Then he shut the door and leaned against it, his 
face completely bloodless. 


“Ghosts,” he said. “My God, if there were such a thing...” 


Jeremy was alarmed and tried quickly to think of a 
distraction. “She knew about you?” 


“Of course not,” said Becket. 
Jeremy, who thought otherwise, held his tongue. 


“I need a drink,” said Becket, walking to the wet bar. 
Jeremy intercepted him. 


“No, you don’t.” 


Becket stopped, looking down at Jeremy, his gaze 
fastened on Jeremy’s mouth. “Or...” His hands moved up 
Jeremy’s arms, down his ribcage, surprising a swell of lust 
through Jeremy’s body. 


He pressed his mouth against Becket’s. 


They broke for air, and Becket’s eyes were dark, his lips 
red. He entwined Jeremy’s fingers in his own and led him 
down the hall to the bedroom. Becket stopped by the bed, 
shedding his shirt over his head without unbuttoning it. “l 
need you to fuck me,” he said. 


Jeremy picked up Becket’s discarded shirt off the floor and 
draped it over a chair. “Aren’t you romantic.” 


Becket spread himself belly down across the dark duvet. 
His body showed the effects of the past few days. Shadows 
described his ribs and his skin was so pale it was almost 
translucent. He laid his forehead on the mattress, arms 
stretching and fists closing to grip the duvet. “Jeremy, | just 
want to stop thinking. Please.” 


Jeremy stripped his boxers off. His cock was stiff and dark 
with blood already. Something about Becket vulnerable, 
Becket begging, turned him on more than he cared to 
understand at the moment. “I want to see your face,” he 
said in a commanding voice and Becket rolled onto his back, 
and immediately, another surge of lust flooded Jeremy’s 
groin. 

He crawled onto the bed, covering Becket’s body with his 
own. They were both breathing hard. “Kiss me?” asked 
Becket, and Jeremy did so with a demanding, forceful kiss 
that pushed Becket’s head back into the pillow. Jeremy let 
his hands slide down the muscles of Becket’s chest to rest 
against the smooth hair on his belly. 

Jeremy couldn’t have explained later what was happening 
to him then. The way Sonyin had gazed at Becket, the 
memory of Griffen. He was feeling territorial. Jeremy was 


very aware as he raised a mark on Becket’s chest, feeling 
the man twist beneath him, hearing him hiss, his hands in 
Jeremy’s hair — very aware that he was purposely marking 
Becket. 


And by it, demonstrating a certain amount of dominance 
that Jeremy hadn’t known he possessed but which then 
came as naturally to him as if he’d slipped his arms into 
leather gauntlets and just said to his slave, “Roll over.” 
Jeremy whispered it against Becket’s ear. 


And Becket did, eagerly, arms reaching up to spread on 
the mattress, butt arching. “In the right drawer,” he said. 


Jeremy found the packet of condoms and rolled one on 
with shaking fingers. He pressed his lightly lubed fingers to 
Becket’s hole and found it relaxed and soft and opening for 
him easily. 

Becket was warm inside. Muscles clenched around 
Jeremy's fingers as Becket made incoherent noises. 


Moaning, Jeremy slid himself in. 


Becket closed around his sheathed cock like a velvet fist, 
his butt rising and pushing back as Jeremy thrust gently. It 
registered in some still rational corner of his mind that 
Becket did this often, that Becket even preferred this. 
Jeremy’s hips found a rhythm, picking up speed. 

Becket rocked back against him. “Harder,” he said. 

Jeremy tried to oblige. 


In a short time, Becket was crying out beneath him, his 
back slick with their combined sweat, his hands skating 
crazily around the mattress until Jeremy captured them with 
his hands and held his wrists down. Then Becket just 
quivered all over, and Jeremy felt that fist clenching 
rhythmically around his cock. That clenching seemed to flow 
into his body through his cock and then an orgasm lit up his 
body for endless minutes. 


He was panting, lying across Becket’s back, the man 
beneath him still. 

“You okay?” whispered Jeremy. 

“Yeah.” 

Jeremy focused on getting his embedded cock out of 
Becket without losing the condom. He peeled it off then and 
rose to throw it away. When he returned to the bed, Becket 
still lay in the position he had left him. 

“Becket?” 


“Hold me.” Becket begged, his voice uneven. So Jeremy 
did, pulling the covers up over them both. 


“Don’t leave me,” Becket whispered as he fell asleep. 
2K OK x 


“He’s asleep,” said Jeremy, letting Tom in. “Give me a few 
minutes. He’s a little disoriented when he first wakes up.” 


Tom busied himself fixing a drink while Jeremy slid under 
the covers and wrapped his arms around Becket. His skin 
was cool to the touch and he moved restlessly when Jeremy 
kissed his forehead. 


“James,” said Becket. His eyelids fluttered and he gazed at 
Jeremy. His eyes were pale blue, the pupils enormous. 


“No, it’s me,” said Jeremy. “Time to get up.” 
Becket’s cold hand snaked down Jeremy’s body, but 


Jeremy caught Becket’s wrist before it reached its intended 
destination. “Tom’s waiting in the living room.” 


“Tom?” Becket blinked and then seemed to fully awaken. 
“Tom. Oh.” He sat up. 


Jeremy oversaw Becket getting dressed. It was disturbing 
how difficult the simplest task seemed to be for him. Jeremy 
walked him out to the living room to sit with Tom. Then he 
brought him a glass of orange juice and stood over the both 


of them until Becket had downed it and nibbled at a piece of 
toast and then he said, “I have to go.” 


“Oh,” said Becket, looking stricken. “Of course.” 
“Only for an hour, Becket. | have errands.” 


“I know that, Jeremy,” said Becket testily. “No one said 
you had to stay.” 


Jeremy looked helplessly to Tom. 


“I’ve brought some paperwork for you to look over, 
Becket,” said Tom. 


Becket followed the lawyer to his office, turning his head 
away, not even responding when Jeremy called his 
goodbyes from the door. 
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He drove Becket’s Audi to his own apartment to pick up a 
few clothes, then by the lot. The security guard waved him 
through and Jeremy spent a half hour checking out Stage C. 
Besides a couple of studio crew wandering around 
everything looked normal. Then he drove back to Becket’s 
house. 


He’d parked the Audi and was trudging up the stairs when 
an unmarked Crown Victoria pulled in and Detective Turner 
climbed out. 

Jeremy spun around and trotted back to meet the 
detective. 

“Hello.” He planted himself between Turner and the 
stairway. 

Turner eyed him. “What are you doing here?” 

“We are working out of Mr. Russell’s house today, while 
the lot is closed.” His face was bright red and he seemed 
unable to meet Bill’s eye. “H-he needs me to help him.” 
That last in a harsh whisper. 


Angrily, Bill wondered how a pervert like Russell could 
force a young man like Reilly into servitude and get away 
with it. 

“Good. | only have a few questions and...” 


Jeremy side-stepped to block Turner’s way. “He can’t be 
disturbed.” 


Bill took a step back and looked Jeremy up and down. His 
bullshit meter was starting to beep. But just as he was 
about to say something, the kid wilted and muttered 
something to himself and stepped out of his way. 


“Just tell him | tried to stop you?” he said as Bill passed. 
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The lawyer answered the door. His gaze went from Bill to 
Reilly standing behind him. “Detective?” 


“How are you, Moore?” 


“I haven't slept since we spoke last night. And | have a 
rather pressing engagement now, so...” 


“Really, what seems to have kept you awake?” 


Moore made a face. “My friend is dead. My other friend 
was so traumatized by whatever you said to him last night, 
it’s been all | could do to calm him down.” 


Bill looked behind himself at Jeremy. “I understood he was 
working.” 

Moore’s gaze flicked to Jeremy. “Mr. Russell is very 
resilient, as it happens. He /s very busy. Suppose you tell me 
what you want and l'Il see what we can do?” 


The prickly hairs were standing up on Bill’s neck and his 
bullshit meter was bouncing wildly. “Suppose you call me 
when Mr. Russell is feeling more up to an interview?” he said 
to Reilly. 


“Yes, sir.” The kids head bobbed up and down. “l-I wanted 
to talk to you, anyway, Mr. Turner. | m-mean, Detective. | left 


a message, did you get it?” He glanced worriedly at the 
lawyer and wrung his hands. 


Bill brought out his cigarettes. Moore was standing in the 
doorway, both arms spread so that he, essentially, 
completely blocked Bill’s view of the interior. But he could 
have sworn he’d just heard something crash in there. 


“What was that?” he asked. 
“We're filming out back,” said Reilly, eyes wide. 
Bill didn’t know much about film making, but it seemed 


odd that there was no sign of the enormous crew he’d seen 
on the lot. “Really.” 

“l-I heard something the other day that might help your 
investigation, Detective,” said Reilly, putting a hand on Bill’s 
arm. 

Bill stopped trying to see around Moore’s body and looked 
back at the kid. 

“It’s just a rumor on the lot, really,” said Reilly, cheeks 
flaming. 

Bill lit his cigarette, ignoring Moore’s grimace of distaste. 
“What sort of rumor?” 

“They say the fortune-teller was expecting James Griffen’s 
baby,” said Reilly. 

Bill almost dropped his cigarette. He coughed. “Really.” 

“Y-yes. | know it’s not very nice, but that’s what they are 
saying.” 

It was all Bill could do to keep from laughing out loud. He 
didn’t know if Reilly was very stupid or very naive. 

Moore looked disgusted and he made an irritated noise. 
“Detective, | really have to insist. We have a busy schedule 
today, as you can imagine.” 

Bill looked from Reilly to Moore. His bullshit meter was 
bumping and screaming, but he wasn’t sure why. And Moore 


seemed firmly wedged into that doorway. “Well, we’ll be in 
touch,” he said to them both, turning to go. 

“H-have a nice afternoon,” called Reilly, and as Bill was 
pulling out he saw the kid lean over and pick up the 
cigarette from the porch where he’d thrown it. 
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The minute Turner’s car pulled out, Tom turned to Jeremy, 
looking anxious. “Thank God you got rid of him. Becket has 
had some sort of fit. He won’t even talk to me.” 

“What? Where is he?” 

“Locked in the bedroom.” 

Jeremy ran down the hall. “Becket?” he pounded on the 
door and pressed his ear to it. He could hear, faintly, jazz 
playing. He pounded again. “Becket?” 

Tom came up next to him. “He keeps a gun near his bed, 
Jeremy.” 

“I know. | locked it up in the dresser.” But Jeremy guessed 
that a determined Becket Russell could easily pick or break 
a lock. Jeremy pounded and called, loudly. “Becket! It’s me! | 
came back like | said | would.” 

“Thank God,” said Tom. “I was afraid he might...” 

The sound of the lock turning in the door and Jeremy tried 
the handle again and successfully pushed it open to reveal 
Becket standing by the window. “You may come in, Jeremy,” 
he enunciated clearly. “But | want Tom to get out of my 
house.” 

“Tom’s only trying to help,” said Jeremy. 

But Becket shook his head. “I want him out.” 

“I should go,” said Tom. 
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“What was that about?” 


Becket sat on the bed rolling an empty highball glass 
between the palms of his hands. “This is a nightmare.” 


Jeremy sat down next to him. “It gets easier. When my 
dad... when he died. It took a while, but it got easier.” 


Becket didn’t answer. He appeared lost in thought. 


“You should eat something. l'Il see about having dinner 
delivered,” said Jeremy. 


Becket turned a puzzled face towards him. “Why are you 
here?” 


“You need me.” 


Still looking puzzled, Becket lifted his hand and very very 
gently brushed Jeremy’s face with his fingers, letting them 
trail over Jeremy’s neck. He traced the dark hollows around 
his collar bones until Jeremy shuddered. Becket smiled and 
his palm caressed Jeremy’s chest. He pushed him over. 


Jeremy lay there, watching as Becket slowly unbuttoned 
his shirt, fingers lazily tracing a line down to his navel. 
Becket leaned over and the silk of his hair brushed Jeremy’s 
Skin as his mouth and tongue worked their way down 
Jeremy’s belly and then Becket opened Jeremy’s slacks. 


Jeremy inhaled, exhaled. He hadn’t thought it was 
possible, but he was becoming hard. Surges of desire 
rushing from his belly into his cock. Becket’s mouth, wet 
and warm. After a minute Becket stopped, went across to 
the doorway and shut out the lights, came back in the room 
and Jeremy watched from half-lidded eyes as Becket took off 
his own shirt. Shed his pants. 


Naked and glowing like ivory, Becket stood over Jeremy. 
His white skin and black hair and dark engorged cock made 
him look like something from one of Jeremy’s erotic dreams. 
His black hair hung in eyes dark with lust. “You want me?” 
he asked, voice husky. 


“Yeah,” said Jeremy. 


“Say it,” commanded Becket. 


“I want you.” Jeremy’s hand went to his own aching cock. 
“|I want you, Becket.” 


Becket climbed back on the bed, straddling Jeremy and 
looking down at him. “I want you too.” 
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Much later, Jeremy sat by the pool, the sliding glass door 
opened so he could hear Becket if he got up again, the 
BlackBerry on the table next to a highball glass, three 
fingers full of the Glendenning to which he was becoming 
too accustomed. 


“Jeremy?” Leslie sounded groggy. “What the fuck time is 
it?” 

Jeremy took a drink from the glass and set it down. “I need 
your help.” 


Leslie made grumbling noises, but Jeremy could hear him 
sitting up and turning on a light. “It’s four in the morning! 
Where are you now?” 


“Becket’s house.” 


“Jesus Christ, Jeremy.” There was a low murmur of another 
voice behind Leslie’s. Apparently, Leslie was doing 
something with his unexpected free time besides sleep. 
Jeremy heard the loud scratch of a thumb on a cell phone 
speaker before Leslie’s voice came back on the line. “I’m 
worried about you.” 


“I'm fine, Leslie. Becket’s like an abandoned child. | can’t 
leave him.” 


“We're back on schedule tomorrow. Is somebody going to 
stand in for him?” 


“No. He’ll be there.” Jeremy sipped from his glass. “Listen, 
when you get there start talking about how you were 
working with him all day today at home. Make him sound 
competent.” 


“Make him sound—” 


“People are mentally lazy, they'll believe what you tell 
them and not notice if he slips a little here and there.” 


“Is he likely to slip a little, as you say?” asked Leslie, 
anxiously. 


“Of course not,” Jeremy said hurriedly. “Listen, | tried that 
rumor out on the police and he didn’t seem to buy it. What 
else have you got?” 


“You seem to think | have a repertoire of illegitimate 
gossip in my pocket,” said Leslie, dryly. 

Jeremy sensed that he was pushing it too far with his 
friend. “I’m sorry, Les. | haven’t slept in days it seems. I’m 
not thinking too clearly myself.” 


“Go home. Let that man take care of himself.” 


“PIL think about it. See you tomorrow morning.” He 
disconnected. 
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Jeremy spent the next several hours securing the house 
against its owner’s possible self-destruction. He found the 
keys and locked every door in the liquor cabinet carefully. 
Then he went into the kitchen and began making breakfast. 
When it was almost ready he walked down to the bedroom 
and crawled back in with Becket. 


“James...” Becket mumbled in his sleep, nuzzling Jeremy’s 
neck. Jeremy had grown used to this. Or, at least, he told 
himself he had grown used to it. He rubbed Becket’s back, 
feeling the man’s erection growing against him as his 
nuzzles became more alert and filled with intent. 

“Time to wake up,” Jeremy whispered. 

Becket murmured and moved gently against him. His cock 
painted damp precome against Jeremy’s belly. Jeremy slid 
his hand down and grasped it firmly, beginning a quick 
rhythm of tugs, kissing Becket’s face and lips as he did so. 


After a time Becket shivered and came. 

“Hungry?” said Jeremy against his cheek. 

“No.” Becket’s eyes were open now, lids swollen, pupils a 
dull gray. 

Jeremy stroked his temples gently. “Too bad. | made 
breakfast.” 


He was able to maneuver Becket out of bed. It was like 
walking a rag doll down the hallway to the kitchen where he 
sat him in a chair and served him breakfast. Becket picked 
at food and drank almost a gallon of coffee. Then Jeremy 
deposited him in a shower and dressed himself while Becket 
bathed. 


In the kitchen, he connected and turned on the mini 
television while cleaning up. The special broadcast featured 
Derek Stuart enunciating into the camera “sources close to 
James Griffen report that he was being blackmailed by the 
murdered psychic.” 


Getting a rumor spread across the lot and into the waiting 
arms of a newsman in less than two hours was impressive. 
Even for Leslie. And it seemed to have done the trick for the 
time being. Stuart didn’t breathe one word about Becket. 


Jeremy heard the shower turn off and went back into the 
bathroom. He sat on the closed toilet, trying to appear 
casual as he closely watched Becket, towel around his hips, 
brush his teeth, shave, comb his hair. 


“| need a drink,” said Becket turning from the mirror. 


“Once you’re dressed and ready l'Il let you have vodka in 
a glass of orange juice.” 

It was ridiculous. Becket should have felt humiliated. But 
he just studied Jeremy seriously for a moment and then 
nodded. “Okay.” 

Jeremy drove them to the lot, headset on already. The 
crew swarmed around Becket when they arrived. They were 


greeted by coffee and schedule revisions and a new young 
secretary from Spelling’s office with a thick sheaf of notes. 
They seemed to almost carry Becket away, like the demons 
in the last act of Faustus, and Jeremy collapsed into the 
office chair. 


Leslie closed the door carefully behind himself and said, 
“I’ve got to go but there’s a bag in the closet.” 


Jeremy looked at him. If Becket had done anything illegal, 
Jeremy had now made his friend an accomplice to it. 
“Thanks, Leslie.” 


“What’s going to happen, Jeremy?” 
“All | Know is we're going to make a movie. l'Il be there in 
ten minutes.” 


“Goldstone has called a meeting before we roll.” 
“I know. His secretary called me.” 
“She called you?” 


Jeremy looped his headset over his ears again. “I'll be 
there in ten.” 
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The big lights were on and the grips who handled them 
stood in the scaffolding. The rest of the crew stood around 
the stage floor like solemn children at a school assembly 
while Arthur Goldstone, the Executive Vice President and 
Chairman of Universal Studios, spoke about James Griffen. 


It struck Jeremy that, of all those present, Becket Russell 
was one of the few who appeared wholly unmoved. He 
stood as did the others, in front of his accustomed chair, 
hands folded in front of him, chin tucked down, listening 
attentively. 

Standing next to him, though, Jeremy could feel that 
readiness that Becket brought to work, see his eyes darting 
around the crew. 


While women covered their mouths with their hands and 
men blinked rapidly, Goldstone’s voice droned on. He spoke 
of brilliance and inspiration. He went on about Griffen’s 
family, his children and protégés. He, of course, mentioned 
the awards. Then he spoke of the current project, and 
Jeremy felt the entire room stir. 


“Mr. Spelling has told me that he will continue to work 
with you if Mr. Russell will agree to continue in the capacity 
in which he’s been working. We feel, as a studio, that James 
would have wanted this picture finished.” 


There was an almost audible sigh of relief. 


“Thanks to Mr. Spelling and Mr. Russell, we are almost 
wholly on schedule, but | hope we can all work together to 
bring the production back up to speed. We expect to begin 
on time tomorrow morning, but there will be a short break 
this afternoon. Memorial services are at Forest Lawn at five 
p.m. Ms. Walding will take any floral donations you wish to 
send and...Mr. Russell, may | have a word with you?” 


With a nod at Jeremy, Becket fell into stride with 
Goldstone. He looked calm, almost peaceful. It was hard for 
Jeremy to believe that this was the same man he’d had to 
practically pick up from the floor twice that morning. 


He snapped his headset back into place and began calling 
out orders to the crew. 


“We've gotta have this OT sheet signed...” Gerald thrust a 
clipboard with the gray and white standard union 
timesheets clipped to it. 


“Mr. Russell will sign it as soon as he’s back,” said Jeremy. 
“Do you want me to give it to him?” He was walking across 
the stage when another grip approached him, asking about 
something else. 


It wasn’t until Becket returned and climbed up next to 
their cameraman that Jeremy realized that the entire crew 


was acknowledging Jeremy as the stand-in AD. Becket 
looked down at their scene sheet, then around the set. 


“Is Nancy ready?” he asked without looking up. 


“Waiting for her cue,” said Leslie. His eyes were absolutely 
perfect round disks. The pupils mere pin pricks. Becket laid 
his hand on the camera and the dolly raised them. He 
watched the set through one of the small video monitors 
they kept nearby and Jeremy ducked under a light so he 
could see Becket and the set simultaneously. When Becket 
looked up at him, Jeremy called the roll. 


And the show went on. 
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Jeremy spent the break going over notes. When he looked 
up, Leslie was laying a platter of food down in front of him, 
like Jeremy was the Buddha. “Adam drove Becket back to 
the bungalow. | told him you said to make Becket sleep, but 
| don’t know if he can.” 


“He'll figure it out,” said Jeremy calmly. “Becket can fall 
asleep in two minutes, even with a pot of espresso in him.” 


“How about you? When was the last time you slept?” 
Jeremy waved this question off irritably. 

“Jeremy, you can’t co-depend the man.” 

“Becket’s in crisis, Leslie. It’s not co-dependence.” 
Leslie’s expression was carefully neutral. “Okay.” 


Jeremy took a pee break, went to talk to one of the 
camera assistants, and when he got back to the set, Becket 
was already there, sitting on the camera dolly with a mug of 
coffee and a clipboard of script notes. Adam was wide-eyed. 
“He slept for forty-five minutes,” he told Jeremy. “But | 
couldn’t stop him from drinking the stuff in the closet.” 


“How much?” 
“Just a shot.” 


“Its okay, then. Thanks, Adam.” Jeremy stood just at 
Becket’s feet, looking up at him. It occurred to him that he’d 
been standing just like this, metaphorically, for three 
months. 

“We roll in five, boss,” he said. 

Becket looked down at him. Cool and calm and somber. 
The hand that creased the script was steady. “Thank you, 


Jeremy.” 


Chapter Twenty 


The cool, collected man with whom Jeremy worked made 
it all the way through to the memorial service. 


The family—Sonyin, attended by somber young men with 
earpieces and sunglasses, two flamboyant ex-wives, a 
daughter yanked out of rehab for the funeral, several ill- 
concealed mistresses and a brother who looked shabby and 
out of place in the surroundings — had asked that the 
service be kept small and private. But of course it was a 
media event outside the gates of Forest Lawn and 
considerable security had been put into place. Becket had 
Jeremy travel with him in one of the studios numbered 
limos, and only Jeremy knew that Becket had thrown up just 
before he’d climbed into the backseat with him. 


“I'll have to speak,” said Becket, chin resting on the tips of 
his fingers as he watched the alabaster white Greek 
statuary and impossibly green lawns of the cemetery 
property pass. 


Jeremy nodded. He was watching the crowd that surged 
around their car when he felt Becket’s hand close over his 
on the seat and squeeze it. He looked over and saw that 
Becket’s head was bowed and he was biting his lip. 


“You can do it,” said Jeremy. 
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He did. He said his piece. And compared to the other 
speakers’ eulogic bits, which seemed to be mostly witty 
tales about themselves, Becket’s speech was short and 
heartfelt and sincere. “He was my mentor and my friend,” 
said Becket, very simply. “I will think of him every day.” 


It was only hokey if it weren’t true, and Jeremy knew that 
in Becket’s case it was true. 


Jeremy was waiting amongst the lookie-loos at the back of 
the chapel. But, briefly, before Becket stumbled back to his 
seat, he looked up and his eyes sought Jeremy’s. 


Jeremy tried to make his lips lift in an encouraging smile 
before one of Griffen’s family members pulled Becket back 
into his seat. 
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Bill and Kate expected the funeral service to be a zoo, but 
Bill had insisted and so Kate and he stood at the back of the 
chapel and watched the process of a Hollywood star being 
laid to rest. 


There was the usual clot of stunned family that one often 
saw at the funerals of murder victims, each in a different 
stage of anger, denial and, sometimes, relief. There were 
the sycophants and the flamboyant grievers, heads 
swiveling to seek any possible television cameras. Happily, 
the media had been banned from the grounds proper, but 
the instant some of these people stepped outside the 
chapel, their heads lifted and swiveled, like seedlings 
seeking the sun, toward the gates where the cameras 
waited. 


Bill was mostly interested in seeing who sat at the front of 
the church. Who seemed affiliated with family, who did not. 
Tom Moore, grim and gray-faced, had a place of honor of 
sorts, seated next to Sonyin Mitsui-Griffen. Becket Russell, 
looking gutted, barely noted the daughter who sobbed 
against his arm. Jeremy Reilly’s red hair was obviously 
absent, though Bill did see him appear after the ceremony, 
dutifully walking at Russell’s side as they made their way 
from the church. 


On the aisle opposite Russell, Robert DePaul looked like a 
sculptor’s rendering of grief. Beautiful, operatic, classic grief. 


His suit was perfect. A tiny blonde woman, too pretty to be 
real, sat next to him. 


As the crowd finished and emerged, Bill could smell 
alcohol and sweat, barely masked by expensive perfume 
and cologne. He watched the line of bereaved for a time and 
then stepped outside. Wandering down the trail of metal 
markers pressed into the ground, he lit a cigarette if for no 
other reason than to get the smell out of his nose. 


Kate joined him a few moments later. 
“You know what | was thinking in there?” 
Bill shook his head. 


“I was thinking, what a gorgeous church. This would be a 
great place for a wedding.” 


Bill raised his eyebrows. 


“| swear, Turner, I’ve never had anything tilt my world like 
this damned wedding.” Kate waved cigarette smoke from 
herself automatically. “My mother-in-law is the queen of the 
damned. Bad enough that I’m a lowly police officer. Even 
worse that | work for the evil LAPD. Her son could do so 
much better. And then she met my father...” 

Kate touched her hair. 

“We wanted a simply ceremony and now, | don’t know 
how it even happened, we're at the Beverly Hilton and I’ve 
invited ninety people whom I’ve never met.” She turned on 
him. “You’re coming, right?” 

Bill was caught out without warning. And Kate saw it. She 
turned away from him with a sharp click of her Papagallos. 
“C'mon, let’s get back. Smith’ll be finding some new lunatic 
to sic on us.” 
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On the patio outside the chapel, Jeremy stood off to the 


side, trying to remain as unobtrusive as possible, while 
Becket worked his way through the crowd, composed of 


equal parts sympathetic friends and staring tourists. Becket 
had to speak to each ex-wife and mistress. The daughter 
hugged him and hung on him a bit and he had to hand her 
off to a bodyguard. Sonyin seemed to need to speak to him 
privately and Jeremy watched with some trepidation as 
Becket leaned over her diminutive form, listening. 


“Jeremy, how have you been?” 


Angie Dyste, so thin and clothed from head to toe in black, 
looked like a line of black ink drawn in the air. A line of black 
ink with enormous fake boobs, thought Jeremy, when she 
hugged him and rubbed those boobs firmly against his 
chest. 


“It’s been crazy,” he said, holding her shoulders to keep 
her at arm’s length from him. “How have you been?” 

“Oh, you know, keeping busy.” Her gaze slid sideways, 
secretive. “Here and there.” 

“Really? When the smoke clears we should get together 
for coffee and you can tell me all about it,” he said. On the 
other side of the throng, he saw Bill Turner and his partner. 
Turner watching Becket with that unblinking gaze of his that 
reminded Jeremy, uneasily, of a cougar watching a deer. 


“Of course,” said Angie. “I'll call you.” 


Now Turner’s gaze had traveled to Jeremy. There was 
something too perceptive about the way he was looking at 
him. 

“You bet,” he told Angie “Excuse me, | see someone | 
Should talk to.” He trotted across the way. “Hello, Detective 
Turner. Thank you for coming.” 

The detective looked like he’d been about to light a 
Cigarette, but then thought better of it, shaking Jeremy’s 
hand, instead. “People don’t usually thank the police for 
coming to their funeral.” 


“Why shouldn’t you be here? Everyone else is.” 


“Right.” Turner apparently decided to smoke after all. He 
lit his cigarette, those steady eyes fixed on Jeremy. “You 
seem to be adapting to your situation after all, Mr. Reilly.” 


Jeremy flushed. “I guess | am. Everyone has been very 
kind. Even you police.” 
“Glad we could be of service,” said Bill. “I| never got that 


call from you, you know. Mr. Russell looks like he’s up for an 
interview, now.” 

“He-he’s still upset, detective. And worried. You know, we 
all are. | wish you guys could catch the killer soon.” 

“I'll put it on a ‘rush’ why don’t |?” said Bill. 

“That didn’t come out right. | didn’t mean...” Jeremy 
worked to loosen the knot in his tie. “I’m sure you’re doing 
the best you can.” 

“So why is your boyfriend so worried?” 

Jeremy let himself flush. “He’s not my boyfriend. | just... 
he’s been kind to me. And he’s got a lot on his plate.” 

“Really? Like what?” 

Jeremy nervously watched Turner’s gaze once more 
following Becket. “He’s trying to fill Griffen’s shoes. We all 
are. Not that it’s possible.” 

“Do | understand you to mean that Becket Russell has 
taken over James Griffen’s job?” 

“No, no, of course not.” 

But the detective’s gaze had gone marble-hard and angry. 
“Oh, look,” he said. “I think your boyfriend is getting ready 
to leave.” 

Jeremy swiveled and saw Becket standing at the edge of 
the crowd, looking worn and worried. “Excuse me,” he said. 

He ran back to Becket, feeling the detective’s eyes on his 
back the whole way. 


“Who was that you were talking to?” asked Becket, 
squinting over Jeremy’s shoulder as he ran up. 


Jeremy turned and looked behind himself. The sun was 
behind Bill and he was mostly a dark silhouette. “Nobody. 
Some guy who wants a job,” said Jeremy. “Idiot. So can | 
take you home now?” 

Becket shook his head. “They'll have a wake at the 
house.” 
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The wake at Griffen’s home was really an enormous party. 
Each room densely packed. Jeremy figured there must have 
been over a thousand people there and he didn’t recognize 
any one of Griffen’s intimates. It was Hollywood, in somber 
black and gray, perhaps, but fully made-up and well shod. 


He found Becket sitting by the barbeque with a drink and 
a joint. 

“How long do you have to stay?” asked Jeremy. The wind 
was picking up a chill as it swept up the hillside, and he’d 
brought Becket’s long coat out to drape over his shoulders. 
When he touched the man’s hands he was shocked by how 
cold they felt. 


Becket shook his head, swallowing his drink. He sat on the 
edge of a stone wall and swayed when he leaned over to 
put down his drink. 

“You've had enough,” said Jeremy. 

“No, not even close,” said Becket. “But I’ve gotta get 
outta here before | say something to somebody.” His words 
were slurred and his eyes were hostile, but he could 
navigate well enough so that Jeremy was able to get him 
back to the limo and safely home. 
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Once in his own house, Becket went looking again for the 
cocaine, but Jeremy got it away from him easily enough. 


Then Becket wandered haphazardly throughout his house, 
turning on the lights in every room as he went and then 
leaving them on. It was as if he was looking for some object 
that he had misplaced. When he got to his study, he 
stopped in the middle of the floor, weaving, and staring at 
the darkened monitor. 


“I know,” he said, and placed a finger to his temple. Then 
he walked over to the bookcase and placed the same finger 
on the spine of a book which he extracted and handed to 
Jeremy with something of a flourish. 


Infinity by Becket Russell. “Wow,” said Jeremy. He turned it 
over and saw the picture of a younger, much less cynical 
Becket on the back. “Thank you.” 


Becket emitted one gruff laugh and walked back up the 
steps and down the hallway. This time he veered left at the 
kitchen and walked through it, shedding clothes until, 
standing by the pool, he slid off his boxers and dove, fully 
naked, into the pool. 


Jeremy dropped the book on a table and ran, but Becket 
seemed able to swim quite well when he was hopelessly 
drunk. So Jeremy stripped down, just in case, and watched 
the lean white body sluicing through the water under the 
moon and stars. Becket emerged finally, hair plastered to 
his head like a black seal’s, black eyelashes stars of damp 
over white skin gone bright on the cheeks with the exertion 
and the cold. 


He came up to Jeremy and kissed him, pressing his pelvis 
into Jeremy’s and grinding. Then, just as suddenly, he 
pushed him away and, still walking unsteadily, wandered 
back into the house, dripping water across the tile floors, 
down the long hallway and falling wet and naked, diagonally 
across the bed. 


By the time Jeremy had gotten him covered, Becket was 
snoring. 


Jeremy sat in a chair in the room, watching over him for a 
while. Then he went out to the car. From under a blanket in 
the trunk, he brought forth the paper bag Leslie had left for 
him back in Becket’s office. He trotted up the steps and out 
back. There was an outdoor adobe stove there. 


Jeremy sat in the teak chair, tending the fire and cracking 
open VHS tape cases, then feeding long strings of the half- 
inch wide tape into the fire a little at a time, occasionally 
throwing in one of the scented pine cones that sent forth 
streams of Christmas smelling smoke when they broke 
open. 

It covered up the rancid, poisonous smell. It took about 
two hours but when it was done all of the tapes Griffen had 
been keeping of Becket, and various other people, were 
destroyed. So were the photographs, incriminating notes, 
and cards. 


Then he went back into the office and looked through 
every drawer there. He found nothing, but he did spot a 
landline phone on the floor, its cord trailing under piles of 
scripts and books. On a whim, he dialed the number on Bill 
Turner’s card. 


“Hello, this is Jeremy Reilly,” he said to the voice mail. 
“I’ve spoken to Mr. Russell and he asked that you call the lot 
and make an appointment with the production secretary for 
that interview you requested.” 


He hung up. The production secretary was the best person 
he knew for putting off annoying people who wanted work, 
money or attention of any other kind from members of the 
crew. 


Then Jeremy went back down the hall to the bedroom, 
crawled in behind Becket, arms wrapped around him. Becket 
snuggled deeper into his arms, making vaguely puppy-like 
noises. 


Jeremy soothed him, petting his hair. It took him a very 
long time to fall asleep. 
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Kate didn’t ask Bill about Jeremy until they were back at 
the precinct, wading through paperwork. “That kid at the 
funeral was the same one we saw on the lot, wasn’t he?” 
she asked. 


“He’s also Becket Russell’s alibi,” said Bill. He looked up at 
her, his pen poised on the form before him. “And latest 
relationship. | talked to him while you were interviewing 
Russell. I’ve got a feeling the little rat scammed me.” 

Kate’s right eyebrow went up. “Interesting.” 

“So, | ran a sheet on him, but he came up clean. According 
to the interview document, he moved here from New York 
less than five years ago, so I’ve sent a request to the NYPD.” 

Kate sighed. “I wish we’d get that DNA analysis soon.” 

“It’s been expedited. What the hell good are we if we can’t 
solve a case without the chemist’s help?” 

Kate rolled her eyes. She’d heard this diatribe too often to 
engage. 

Bill booted up his computer with an air of great purpose. 

“You haven't called my mother-in-law about the wedding,” 
said Kate. “Are you planning to come?” 

Bill scratched his nose. 

“You don’t have to buy a gift, you know.” 

That wasn’t the problem, of course. Bill Knew he had to 
make a snap decision so he just said, “Yes. Yes, I’m coming.” 

Kate’s shoulders visibly relaxed. She felt her hair. “It 
seems most of the guests are friends of his parents. | just 
feel...” she shrugged. “My half of the church might look a 
little empty to them. You bringing a guest?” 


“I can,” said Bill. “If you need to fill up your half of the 
church.” 


“Don’t kill yourself,” snapped Kate. 


Bill’s mouth dropped open to apologize, but he could think 
of nothing to say, so he snapped it shut. 


“So call my mother-in-law tonight, okay?” 
Bill nodded. 


X kx 


Gates and Bill and Kate had a meeting that lasted a 
couple of hours, going over Gates interviews. It was 
annoying how rigidly most of the witnesses had adhered to 
their original stories. “I’m surprised they haven’t called in 
the RHD guys,” said Kate, morosely. 


“Their probably drawing straws to see who gets stuck with 
this clusterfuck,” said Bill. 


Then, as he and Kate were heading back to their desks, 
Smith waved him into his office. “Turner, a word.” 


Kate gave Bill the wide eyeball as she left him behind with 
their chief. Smith shut the door behind her and said, “I’ve 
been talking to Derek Stuart, Turner.” 


Bill opened his mouth to protest. 


“About you,” said Smith. “I like what | heard, Turner. You’ve 
grown in this past year, man.” Bill was relieved, but when 
Smith handed Bill the papers and he saw the ‘Transfer 
Request’ in bold type at the top, his initial feeling was one of 
despair. Rock bottom despair. And then he saw the 
department typed in under ‘Request’. 

“Homicide Special?” he said. 

“You know how it works. You request the transfer, but 
they’ve already made the offer.” Smith’s face was 
unaccustomed to smiles, so when he attempted one the 
affect was frightening. “Actually, they asked about you 


months ago, after the Lemos-Ryan case. But | wanted to 
hang onto you a little longer. You make me look too good.” 


“Crandall is responsible for more than half the...” 


“Crandall’s a good cop, but her solve rate was average 
until you showed up. Don’t be modest, Turner.” He jammed 
his cigar in his mouth, his face assuming its usual ferocity. 
“What’s the problem?” 


Bill was going to ask if he had to request the transfer, but 
he intuited that Smith would not respond well to that 
question, so he folded the sheaf of papers and stuck them in 
his suit pocket. 

“Thank you, sir.” 
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“What was that about?” asked Kate, before Bill had even 
seated himself. 


“Nothing.” Bill opened his second drawer, the one in which 
he crammed everything he didn’t want to deal with. It 
contained a letter from his mother, an over-due library book 
and a box of nicotine gum. He stuffed the transfer papers in 
there and slammed the drawer shut again. He noted that 
there was a message on his cell phone and muttered in 
annoyance when he heard Jeremy’s message. 


“I've been played,” he said. “That was Reilly telling me to 
call the lot for an appointment with Russell. Damn,” he 
added, then, noting the time on his phone, and he stood 
hurriedly pocketing his wallet, cigarettes and shield. 

Kate’s glance was sharp. “Now, what?” 

“Appointment.” 

He could feel her eyes on his back all the way out of the 
station. 

2K XK x 


The Torrance Branch of the Evil Eye looked exactly like the 
Hollywood Branch. Right down to the life-size foamcore 


display at the front door of Sylvie Black and her book. ‘Soon 
to Be a Major Motion Picture’ screamed the cardboard 
banner across the front. 


Bill was frowning at Sylvie Black’s image when a woman 
appeared at his elbow. 


“I spoke to her last night,” she said. 
“She was dead last night,” said Bill. 


“Yes.” The woman held out a bejeweled hand. “Crystal 
Moonchild, Mr. Turner.” Trailing the scent of patchouli, silk 
scarves fluttering behind her, she led him through a series 
of mirrored and embroidered hangings into, he was 
surprised to see, a small kitchen. Black and white tile, a 
refrigerator, sink and stove, and against one wall a table 
swathed with scarves. Ms. Moonchild went to the stove and 
turned up the fire under a tea kettle. Then she lit several 
candles scattered about the room. The distinct scent of rose 
began to fill the space. She swept across the room again 
and seated herself with a great swirl of scarves. “Please be 
seated,” she said. She picked up a pack of overlarge cards. 

Bill sat down. “I’m not here to have my fortune read,” he 
said. 

Ms. Moonchild studied him, shuffling the large cards 
almost absently. “I understand.” She spread the cards 
across the clean Formica table. “Pick five.” 

Bill did so and Moonchild flipped them over. 

“See, this is the Empress,” she said, one long silver coated 
nail tapping a card that depicted a voluptuous woman in a 
velvety looking dress. “She represents the feminine 
principal, but she can also represent a powerful female.” 

“Like Sylvie Black?” asked Bill. 


She considered. “No, not really. Sylvie would be the High 
Priestess.” 


The tea kettle started to scream, and Ms. Moonchild stood 
again to lift it from the stove. “Tea?” she asked nicely. 

“No, thanks.” 

“They have herbal teas that help with nicotine addiction,” 
said Ms. Moonchild. “l'Il write down the names for you. You 
see this man, the Emperor? He’s the natural partner of the 
Empress. Of course, these days,” she said airily, “these 
cards could represent two men or two women.” She ran her 
hand in a peculiar way in the air over the cards. “Did you 
have a question, detective, because there’s actually an 
answer here if you want to hear it.” 

“An answer?” 

“To your question.” 

Bill’s eyebrows raised. “Who killed Sylvie Black?” His tone 
clearly said what the hell, why not? 

Ms. Moonchild didn’t appear to notice the tone. She shook 
her head impatiently. “That wasn’t the question.” 

“It wasn’t?” 

“No, the question was about a blond man...” 

Bill was going to say something harsh, but then Ms. 
Moonchild gazed at him with those watery blue eyes and he 
felt himself relax. “I really only needed to know about a 
specific spread. One | saw somewhere else.” 


Ms. Moonchild gathered up the cards. “A spread not 
thrown for you? | don’t know if that would be ethical, 
detective.” 


“| think it was a clue,” said Bill. “To a murder.” 
Ms. Moonchild’s constantly shuffling fingers stilled. “Oh.” 
“Someone used the cards as a Clue.” 


“How horrible.” She started shuffling again. “The bad 
karma for that would be substantial.” 


“Yes, well. Could you help me?” 


She tilted her head, considering, and said. “Tell me what 
they looked like and where they were and l'Il try.” 
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Kate was in a mood. 


Whatever Bill thought of other women, he knew that his 
partner did not come by her moods capriciously or as the 
result of phases of the moon. When she closed her drawers 
hard for the third time and sighed while tapping her finger 
on the desk, he gave up and said, “I didn’t tell you about it 
because | didn’t think anything would come of it.” 

“And did it?” 

Bill wrestled with an explanation that wouldn’t require an 
out-and-out lie. “Maybe. | feel satisfied.” Satisfied that the 
tarot cards hadn’t meant a damn thing. Or that the person 
who had placed them hadn’t known what they meant. And 
that fortune-tellers were con artists who excelled at reading 
faces and making random wild guesses. 

Kate sighed again and put away a file, slamming the 
drawer. “What did this mystery informant tell you?” 

“That Sylvie Black was playing well out of her league. That 
money might have been a factor.” 

Kate raised her eyebrows. “You were gone for an hour and 
that’s all you got?” 

“Yeah, well, | thought she was pretty flaky. That’s why | 
didn’t tell you,” said Bill, feeling guilty and whining as a 
result. 

Kate shook her head and sighed. 

They finished late again. Bill thought the LAPD must 
employ an entire department of people whose only job was 
to invent more forms for hardworking detectives to 
complete. 

Kate’s cell phone kept ringing. Each successive phone call 
became more pleading and excuse-filled until Bill said, “Get 


out of here. l'Il finish.” And she dashed out the doors. 
Another hour of two-finger typing and Bill sat back. He 
contemplated his cell phone for a full minute before 
pressing the three. 


“You hungry?” he asked. 
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Christopher was wearing jeans and a t-shirt when he 
opened the door. But his eyes were tired and Bill thought 
he’d probably kept the man up past his bedtime again. “l 
forgot to ask you to pick up extra wasabi,” said Christopher. 


Bill held up the take out bag and the smaller bag of extra 
wasabi. 


Christopher grinned. The aquamarine of his eyes going 
darker. “I guess you can come in, then,” he said. 


When Bill finally leaned down and kissed him, he could 
smell the fabric softener from Christopher’s t-shirt and 
realized that he’d probably changed into something fresh 
when he’d known Bill was coming over. 


“You taste like eggroll,” said Christopher, smiling up at 
him. “Were you nibbling in the car?” Bill grinned and leaned 
down and kissed him again. This time with tongue. 
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When Bill emptied his little overnight bag onto the 
washstand in Christopher’s bathroom, he saw a new 
toothbrush lying there. 


He looked back into the bedroom, where Christopher was 
getting undressed. He unwrapped the toothbrush, used it, 
and placed it in the holder next to Christopher’s. Then he 
took it out of the holder. Then he rolled his eyes at himself 
in the mirror and put it back. What was the big deal, right? 


“How was your day?” asked Christopher when Bill re- 
entered the bedroom. 


Bill draped his tie carefully over the back of a chair. “Went 
to a funeral. Then the coroner’s office. We still haven’t got 
those test results. Then paperwork.” 


Christopher stopped moving with a sock half off his foot. 
“What diverse skills your job requires.” 


Bill leered at those parts of Christopher that were already 
undressed. “l'Il show you diverse skills.” 


Christopher set his sock down slowly. “I’ve been meaning 
to ask you something. There’s a party being thrown at my 
friend Tom’s house next week. He and his boyfriend are 
going to have a civil ceremony.” 


Bill waited. 


“They, uh, said | could invite a guest. | Suppose since 
you're on a case now...” 


He was obviously waiting for Bill to interrupt. When Bill 
didn’t, his body tensed up even more. 


“Right,” he said. 

“That like a wedding?” asked Bill. 

“Well, yes, it is a wedding,” said Christopher. 
“Two men getting married?” 

“Yes.” 


Bill found it necessary to smooth nonexistent wrinkles on 
his hanging work shirt. “How many guests?” 


“Maybe fifty. | don’t know everybody, either.” 
“I might,” Bill pointed out. 


“Yes,” said Christopher. “I understand if you don’t want to 
come.” 


“But you want me to.” Bill frowned. 


“It’s the sort of thing people do when they’re...seeing 
each other.” 


“It is?” Bill asked, surprised. 


“I'd introduce you only as a friend if you would feel better 
about it,” said Christopher. “But, of course, the assumption 
would be made.” 


Bill hated feeling unsure, but he had no idea how to 
respond. 


“This isn’t a requirement, Bill,” Christopher said gently. 


Bill looked at him. He felt like he often did when he looked 
at Christopher. Like a man at one end of a tortuously 
narrow, unstable bridge spanning a yawning chasm might 
feel looking at a man who had successfully traversed its 
length and now stood safely on the other side. 


“I'll go,” said Bill, feeling as if those two words took a 
world of effort to get out. Which, in a sense, they did. “l 
wonder if you would come with me somewhere, too. My 
answer is not contingent upon your answer, of course.” 


He was pleased to see a giant smile spread across 
Christopher’s face. “Id follow you anywhere,” said 
Christopher, “but you know that.” 


It was ridiculous how well that statement made him feel 
and Bill frowned. “A meeting.” he said, hearing how surly his 
voice sounded but not being able to help it. 


“An alcoholics anonymous meeting?” Christopher guessed. 
“Of course. When?” 


“| have to warn you almost all the bastards there are chain 
smokers,” said Bill, wry-faced, but he was pleased, and he 
went across the room and laid his arms across Christopher’s 
shoulders, looking into those smiling aquamarine eyes and 
not worrying at the moment about how pleased he really 
was. He leaned forward , smiling, until Christopher closed 
the inch of space between their lips in a kiss. Then he pulled 
Bill down onto the bed. 


They rolled together, kissing and touching. It was gentle, 
easy and slow. Christopher sometimes was a talker, and he 


murmured endearments and mild obscenities as he stroked 
Bill’s cock. 


Bill grunted and his hips pumped into Christopher’s grip. 
And Christopher's lips on his. Then whispers against his lip. 


Bill’s wildly wandering hands found Christopher’s cock and 
they matched each other stroke for stroke, kissing and 
panting. 

“Bill... Bill, wait. | want...” Christopher almost blindly 
groped the nightstand and found a wrapped condom. He 
rolled over. 


Bill tore the wrapper open and knelt behind Christopher. 


“That’s it,” groaned Christopher, as Bill entered him. He 
arched and Bill grasped his hips and pulled them upward as 
he rocked forward. Soon they’d established a hard, rocking 
movement and Christopher was gasping, “Oh, Bill. Yes, oh, 
Bill, love you, God...” until his words had devolved into 
meaningless sounds and he clung to the headboard, Bill 
pounding into him fiercely. 

Bill was almost sobbing as he came. He collapsed onto 
Christopher, catching his breath, and then threw himself 
onto his back, arm over his eyes. He could hear Christopher 
gasping for air, his own loud breathing. 


And then it grew silent. 

A light touch on his chin. Bill moved his arm and looked 
into sea-colored eyes that seemed just a little concerned. 
Christopher cupped Bill’s face. “Okay?” 

“Yeah. I’m... it's okay, Christopher.” 

So much there. Affection. Disbelief. Tentative happiness. 
Too much. Bill closed his eyes. 

“Sleep well,” whispered Christopher, and pulled the covers 
up over them both. 


Chapter Twenty-one 


The morning after the funeral, Becket surprised Jeremy by 
getting up before him. Jeremy woke to the radio playing jazz 
and the sound of the shower. A few moments later, Becket 
padded out of the bathroom, short sweats loose around his 
hips, shining dark hair in wet spikes around his head. He 
held up the pink disposable razor. “Jeremy, | can’t shave 
properly with this thing.” 

“I know.” Jeremy rolled to his feet and went to the dresser 
where he’d locked away the razors, scissors — and Becket’s 
derringer. He took out Becket’s heavy razor and relocked the 
drawer. “Here.” 


“Thank you.” Becket looked honestly clear-eyed and 
himself for the first time in days. “Tom told you to watch out 
for me, didn’t he?” 


“He was concerned. A lot of people were concerned.” 


“You're a good friend, but it isn’t necessary anymore, 
Jeremy. You can go home.” 


Jeremy was stunned speechless. It had been so long since 
he’d encountered this Becket, cool, defensive, almost 
alienating in his absolute lack of feeling, that it took a 
moment for Jeremy to react. “I will when | want to,” he 
finally responded. 


Becket turned his back and returned to the bathroom. He 
stood over the sink, deftly removing the shaving foam from 
his neck and chin with quick, long movements. He tapped 
his razor against the sink and said, “Well, the least | can do, 
then, is clear a space in the guest room closet. Bring your 
things up tonight.” 


Stunned again, Jeremy said, “Is that an order?” 


“No.” Becket rinsed his razor off, frowning. “Don’t make 
this hard for me, Jeremy.” 


He was manipulating Jeremy. Deftly and expertly. Jeremy 
knew because it was exactly the sort of thing his father had 
been used to doing. “We need to talk, Becket,” he said. 


Becket nodded, wiping his face with a towel. “I know.” 
“About us and about the psychic and about Griffen.” 


Becket managed a sardonic smile. “Sounds like quite a 
conversation.” He came out of the bathroom and began 
going through his extensive wardrobe, bringing items out 
quickly. It seemed to Jeremy that he was rushing to get out 
of the room and away from this confrontation. “Don’t you 
need to get ready?” 


Jeremy looked down at himself. His jeans were clean. The 
old band shirt was clean. He was ready. 


Becket tsked and brought out a nicely made, plaid, cotton 
Shirt that appeared to be Jeremy’s size. “Try this.” 


Wondering idly whose clothes he was wearing, Jeremy 
donned the shirt. He strolled into the kitchen, buttoning it 
up. Becket stood at the sliding glass door with a cup of 
coffee in his hand. He held up a finger and turned, and 
Jeremy saw the Bluetooth riding in his ear. 


“Yes, | sent the reel the other night. What password did 
you use? Well, | don’t know what to tell you, the FTP site 
verified the upload.” Frowning, he set his cup down on a 
counter and slid open the sliding door, closing it behind 
himself and continuing his conversation from the patio. 
Jeremy could hear Becket’s voice rising and falling as he 
paced up and down the long end of the pool. 

Jeremy opened the refrigerator and dug out juice and fruit 
slices, then made a kind of breakfast out of it. Arranged it 
on a plate with toast and brought it out to Becket who sat in 


a patio chair, apparently deeply engrossed in his 
conversation. 


“No, | don’t agree. | haven’t agreed from the beginning.” 
Becket glanced up at Jeremy and his eyes were bright and 
sharp as sapphires. “Thank you, Jeremy, but this is a private 
call.” 

Jeremy went back into the kitchen feeling that his nose 
had been soundly swatted. 
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A director is many things on a movie set. He is the one 
with creative vision, and the one with the diplomatic skills to 
protect that vision from a production office that sees a 
horrifically large bottom line growing daily. 


He will drive his crew to achieve that vision, without 
breaking their hearts. Quite. 

“Oh, my God, Jeremy,” breathed Leslie during break. “How 
can you live with that monster?” 

“I’m not living with him,” said Jeremy. He peered closely at 
his friend. “Leslie, is that a love bite on your neck?” 

“Hmm?” Leslie pinked immediately. “Adult acne, I’m 
afraid.” 

Jeremy grinned. “Liar. | thought there was something 
different about you.” 

“I had my hair highlighted.” 

“And that’s a new shirt. And you look... different. Svelte 
and well-fucked.” 

“Oh, my God, you filthy-minded thing.” Leslie’s face 
flamed red, but he looked pleased. 

Jeremy’s Bluetooth bleeped. He checked the number. “Yes, 
boss?” 


“Jeremy,” said Becket smoothly. “You have to stop wearing 
those tight jeans to work. I’m distracted every time | glance 


stage right.” 

“Sorry,” said Jeremy grinning. “lIl take them off right 
now.” 

“I’ve had someone deliver some things to the bungalow. 
Why don’t you change into whatever you like from there?” 

“What?” 

“You weren’t sure about moving your clothes in so I’ve had 
some purchased for you. Oh, excuse me, Nancy. Did you 
need something?” And Becket disconnected. 


“My God, Jeremy.” said Leslie. “You look like you’ve seen 
the Virgin of Guadalupe.” 


Chapter Twenty-two 


Late that evening, Jeremy and Becket finally threw 
themselves on the bungalow’s long leather sofa with 
identical groans of exhaustion. 

“Dinner?” asked Jeremy. He didn’t think he could lift an 
arm to call. 

Becket took a bottle of water from the refrigerator. He 
extracted a rattling bottle of pills from his shirt and, before 
Jeremy could react, had popped two into his mouth and 
washed them down. 

“What was that?” 

Becket shook his head. “Doctor’s prescription, mother.” 

Jeremy stood up and held out his hand. Becket tried to 
ignore him, but Jeremy waited until Becket relented, and 
extracted the bottle again, placing it into Jeremy’s hand. 

Jeremy checked the label. “When did you get these?” 


“| have an ongoing prescription,” said Becket. “It seemed 
like a good idea.” 


Jeremy hadn’t known that Becket took antidepressants. He 
suspected he wasn’t hearing the entire truth, but he set that 
thought aside for the moment. 


“| thought you were feeling better.” 


“Are you serious? l'Il never feel better.” Becket stood and 
went to the cabinet where the bourbon was stored. 


“Not with the pills,” said Jeremy. 


He jumped a foot when Becket slammed a hand into the 
cabinet door. “Goddammit!” 


Okay, he could manage this Becket, too. “Sit down,” 
Snapped Jeremy. “Keep your voice down; there’s a fucking 
crew in the next room.” 


“Sorry,” said Becket. 


“Lie down and get some sleep. I'll wake you when the food 
gets here.” Jeremy turned to the computer. There were the 
hundreds of emails there to deal with, and he began clicking 
through them steadily. 


Becket lay down on the couch. 


Jeremy called and ordered food and then began working 
on the new pages. 


“James...” murmured Becket in his sleep, and he moved 
restlessly on the couch. 


Jeremy worked until the food arrived and then woke 
Becket. 


“What day is it?” asked Becket, oddly, when he woke. 


“Tuesday.” Jeremy opened the Chinese containers, 
prepared Becket a plate. 


“I have to call James,” said Becket. 


Jeremy stopped with chopsticks full of rice halfway to his 
mouth. 


“| promised to have that treatment to him by today,” 
Becket fretted. “I don’t know what happened...” 


“I'll take care of it,” said Jeremy. “Eat your dinner.” 


A few minutes later, Becket set his chopsticks down and 
said softly. “Christ.” 


Jeremy waited. 

“Fuck, I...Jeremy | think I’m losing my mind.” 
“No you're not.” 

“I want to talk to Sonyin.” 

“What?” 


“She... oh, my God, Jeremy. Sonyin.” He actually had his 
cell phone out and appeared to be dialing in all earnestness 
before Jeremy was able to stop him. 


“Listen Becket, it’s almost midnight. Sonyin will be asleep. 
You'd only wake her.” He removed the phone from Becket’s 
fingers. 

Becket stared at him. 

“Eat your dinner,” said Jeremy again. “lIl take care of it.” 


There was work still to be done, but Becket seemed so 
fragile as to be almost transparent, so Jeremy wrapped 
them up early and drove Becket home. 


Becket walked into the house dropping shoes, shirt, slacks 
and finally boxers as he went. He swam laps in the pool, 
fully naked, for a while as Jeremy watched and then Becket 
stopped and said, “Come in with me.” 


Jeremy stripped and slid into the warm water. He’d barely 
submerged before Becket had him against the concrete, 
tongue in his mouth, long sinewy legs capturing Jeremy’s. 


Jeremy broke the kiss long enough to gasp, “You'll drown 
me. Let’s move to the shallow end.” 


Becket grinned, eyes dark and wicked. Like a wet Pan. 
“The shallow end is for wimps,” he said, hands traveling 
knowingly over Jeremy’s torso. “You’re in the deep end now, 
Jeremy Reilly.” And he ducked underwater, hands grasping 
Jeremy’s hips, and mouth finding Jeremy’s cock. 


Jeremy clung to the concrete edge, trying to breathe, 
watching the rippling shape of Becket’s legs and head below 
the lit water as he sucked Jeremy’s cock hard. Within 
moments, he felt an orgasm swelling his balls, and he tried 
to push away Becket’s head. 

“I’m going to come,” he warned the night, his words 
echoing off the concrete. He fought it, trying to 
communicate this information to Becket without hurting 


him, trying to pull away. And then it was too late. Jeremy 
arched, cried out, felt tongue and palate and throat around 
his cock. 


Becket surfaced, looking pleased with himself. 
Jeremy was almost in tears. “Becket, that was stupid.” 


Becket’s pleased smile immediately went sour. “Fuck 
you,” he said and swam off. He climbed out at the other 
side, long white body dripping rivulets of water as he 
padded toward the house. In silhouette, Jeremy could still 
see his half-erect cock. “Wait,” he called. “Becket, I’m sorry, 
it’s just...” 

Becket slid the glass door open, stepped into the kitchen, 
and slid it closed. Rather forcefully. 


Body still tingling, Jeremy climbed out of the pool. He 
gathered up all of their discarded clothes and went into the 
house where he searched room by room for Becket until he 
found him in the bedroom that held the women’s dresses. 
He lay spread eagle across the navy blue comforter, looking 
better than a chocolate éclair to Jeremy. “You are the most 
aggravating man I’ve ever met,” said Jeremy. 


“A dubious honor,” Becket pronounced to the ceiling. 

“I’m clean,” said Jeremy. “But you didn’t know that.” 

“Yes, | did.” Becket rolled over on his stomach and looked 
up at Jeremy. “I knew it the first time | saw you.” 

God. 

“So who belongs to these dresses?” asked Jeremy. 

“My ex-wife.” Becket rolled off the bed and strolled out of 
the room. “I’m freezing,” he called. “Let’s take a shower.” 

He padded down the hall to the bathroom, Jeremy trailing, 
Slack-jawed, behind him. 


The shower was warm and Becket was lathered and fully 
erect when Jeremy finally gave into the madness and 
climbed in with him. 


“Here. In here. Turn around,” said Becket. 


It was slippery and unsafe, but when Becket, laughing, got 
the condom on despite the shower spray, then grabbed 
Jeremy and pushed inside him, grunting, his cock filling 
Jeremy, his arms holding him close. Breath in his ear and 
whispering his name. It was worth it. 


Afterward they stood, Becket’s arms around him, until the 
water beating down on them went cold. 


Then Jeremy dried them both off and rolled Becket into 
bed. “You were married?” he finally ventured to ask. 


“It was a phase,” said Becket. He yawned and turned onto 
his stomach. “I’m not the marrying kind,” he mumbled into 
his pillow. 

Good to know. 


“Are you the monogamous kind?” asked Jeremy as 
casually as he could. 


Becket’s soft snore answered him. 


Chapter Twenty-three 


Jeremy was a child of the eighties. He’d grown up 
watching Oprah and Dr. Phil, and he didn’t need Leslie to tell 
him that his current role as Becket’s caretaker was 
reminiscent of Jeremy’s codependent relationship with his 
alcoholic father. 


The difference, Jeremy told himself, was that Becket’s 
condition was temporary. He was getting better. When 
Becket was strong, he was just as dictatorial and clear 
thinking as ever. All Jeremy had to do was watch for the 
cracks that would suddenly appear, and get Becket away 
from other people until they closed over again. He was kind 
of like human spackle, he thought. The evening before had 
been no more than a temporary relapse. 

He was pulling on his underwear when Becket rolled over 
on the bed and blinked up at him, groggily. 

“Morning,” said Jeremy. 

“God,” said Becket. “Did | ever tell you | have a weakness 
for white Fruit of the Looms?” 

Jeremy grinned, snapping the waistband of his shorts. “l 
think the subject has come up.” 

“That’s not the only thing that’s come up,” growled 
Becket. “Get your ass back in this bed.” 

Jeremy obediently climbed onto the mattress. He had 
barely moved toward Becket when the man had him 
gathered up with a mouth full of tongue and hands 
everywhere. 

Becket’s kisses became a single-minded attack on 
Jeremy’s ear, then neck, then collarbone. Shivers ran up 


Jeremy’s back and he feebly tried to give back what he was 
receiving, but Becket didn’t seem to need any help. While 
his mouth was busy, one hand descended and found 
Jeremy’s cock, fingers pushing Jeremy’s thighs apart and 
fondling his balls. 


“Touch me,” he growled, finding Jeremy’s hand and 
helping him to do so. 


Becket was heavy and thick in his hand, precum steady 
and coating Jeremy’s palm. Becket uttered a series of 
intense meaningless words and Jeremy, intuiting freely, 
slithered down his body and took Becket into his mouth. 


“Condom,” said Becket, hand flailing for the drawer in the 
bedside table. 


Jeremy popped up, got the foil wrapper open and the 
condom on and sucked Becket in again. The nasty latexy 
taste was something he was so used to that it was almost 
erotic. Jeremy just drew Becket in as deep as he could, 
holding his legs still because it made Becket cry out and hit 
the mattress with one hand. 


Becket’s balls, when Jeremy held them, were tight and 
high and he was arching against Jeremy’s restraining hands. 
He said, “James...” and Jeremy stopped. 

“What?” said Becket. 

“Say my name,” said Jeremy. 

“What?” said the man half a second from orgasm. 
“What?” 

Jeremy crawled up Becket’s body. “Roll over. Stop that,” 
Slapping Becket’s hand away from his own cock. 

“Christ, Jeremy,” moaned Becket, rolling over. 

Another condom. Jeremy was getting pretty good at this. 


He applied lube and would have prepped Becket a little, but 
when he touched Becket’s opening, he seemed to suck in 


his fingers like a hungry mouth. So Jeremy just pressed his 
cock to Becket’s hole and thrust once, hard. 


“God,” said Becket. “God, yes.” 
“Say my name,” said Jeremy, beginning a rhythm. 
“Jeremy,” groaned Becket. “Harder.” 


Jeremy obliged. His knees burning with the friction against 
the sheets, one hand holding Becket’s smooth ass, the other 
holding his hips up at the right angle. “Say my name.” 


“Jeremy!” said Becket, writhing. 


His cock squeezed tight, Jeremy reached around Becket’s 
hip and found his cock still half sheathed by the condom. He 
gripped it, and felt Becket’s hole tighten around him. 


They were both panting. 


“Harder,” said Becket again, and Jeremy found leverage 
and started pounding into Becket, the bed hitting the wall, 
the lamp beside the bed shaking. He dug his fingers into 
Becket, holding him tight. He bit at his neck, marking him. 


Becket pushed back, and Jeremy rammed into him, 
throwing his whole weight against him until Becket 
stretched and whimpered and cum coated Jeremy’s fingers. 
Becket gripped the sheets, Jeremy moving furiously against 
him, until Jeremy finally came. 

It took a while to catch his breath. The sweat between 
them was slippery. Jeremy slid off Becket and looked down 
at him. 


There was a bruise rising on Becket’s neck where Jeremy 
had bit him. Jeremy’s legs were quivering. His arms were 
quivering. Deep in his belly, he felt something shaking. 

“Jeremy?” Becket rolled over. There were red scratches all 
over his arms and shoulders. 

“Jesus,” said Jeremy. The trembling wouldn’t stop. It 
climbed from his belly into his throat, and he clutched a 
pillow trying to hold it down. 


“Jeremy?” Becket crawled up next to him, tried to turn his 
head so that he could see him. “Are you okay?” 


Jeremy controlled his face before he turned it towards 
Becket, who looked a little worried and touched Jeremy’s 
head, his cheek. “Okay?” 


“| love you,” said Jeremy. His teeth were chattering as he 
Said it. 

“Oh, Christ.” Becket gathered Jeremy up. Hugged him 
rocked him, kissed his head. “Jeremy.” 


“I’m sorry,” sniffled Jeremy. “I tried not to.” 


Becket held him and murmured things into his hair. After a 
few minutes, Jeremy was able to get a grip. He gulped air 
and wiped at his cheeks with his hands. “God, I’m sorry.” 

“It’s okay. Comes from lack of sleep,” said Becket lightly. 


Jeremy felt the trembling beginning in his gut again. He 
clenched his teeth against it. 


“Aren’t we a couple of sob sisters?” said Becket, with just 
a touch of a lisp, and Jeremy had to laugh. 


Becket kissed him on the nose and ruffled his hair just like 
Jeremy was a puppy. “I’m starving,” he said. “Let’s get up.” 
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Jeremy still remembered the Thanksgiving he’d spent 
when he was sixteen, riding his bike down the alleyways, 
looking for his father amongst the men passed out and 
sleeping on boxes and heaps of rags. 

“Dad?” He recognized the jacket and for an instant wasn’t 
sure his father was breathing. There’d been more than one 
night like that. More than one holiday. Until the day when he 
went down to the mailbox at the bottom of his stairs and 
found his father sleeping there. 


“Dad?” Except this time his father wasn’t breathing. 
Happily — if there was anything to be happy about — 


Jeremy was over eighteen. So he skirted the social services 
system, sleeping on friends’ sofas until he graduated from 
high school. As a result, Jeremy had a real appreciation for 
the simple luxuries, like his own single room, his own beat 
up car. He’d learned to shop the thrift stores for good 
clothes and only turn on the lights or the heat in his 
apartment when it was absolutely necessary. 


Now, a few years later, Jeremy was doing laps in a pool in 
the Pacific Palisades hills, a view of the beach beyond, a 
beautiful and successful Hollywood man in dark blue 
Speedos and tinted sunglasses sitting on his teak deck chair 
calling famous people on his cell phone and asking Jeremy if 
he liked his eggs scrambled or Benedict. 

“What?” asked Jeremy, swimming across the pool so he 
could hear Becket better. 

“Your eggs,” asked Benedict. “How do you like them 
cooked?” 

“Scrambled.” 

Becket repeated this information into the phone. 

“Why?” asked Jeremy, treading water. 

“Nancy is having a brunch at her house and she’s invited 
us,” said Becket. He misinterpreted Jeremy’s expression. 
“Don’t worry, darling, | have something you can wear.” 
Becket smiled into the phone. “He does, doesn’t he? Yes. 
We'll see you there.” 

“He does what?” asked Jeremy, feeling suddenly 
disagreeable. 

“What?” Becket stood, grabbing his towel and other 
poolside accoutrements. “C’mon, shower off and get 
dressed.” 

Jeremy purposely swam a few more laps before he 
climbed out and went to the little bathroom off the pool. He 


stripped off the borrowed trunks and stood in the hot 
shower studying his toenails. 


A knock on the shower door. “Clothes on the bed,” sang 
Becket, flinging the end of a towel over the wall of the 
Shower enclosure. 


Jeremy shut off the water, toweled himself off and padded 
into the bedroom with the towel wrapped around his hips. 
Becket stood naked, slender and backlit by the light of the 
French windows, going through a dresser. 


Some tight braid in Jeremy’s chest twisted and tugged. He 
dropped the towel and pulled on clean briefs, a silky blue 
and white Hawaiian shirt, tan Bermuda shorts. 


“There’s a pair of Top-siders by the door. They should be in 
your size,” said Becket, opening a box he had drawn from 
the dresser. He came across the room. “Would you like to 
wear this?” 


It was a gold chain. Not too thick, not too bling. Classy. 
Jeremy opened his mouth, but nothing came out. Becket 
apparently took that as agreement and draped the thing 
around Jeremy’s throat, going behind him to fasten it. His 
fingers, running over the cool metal, were warm on Jeremy’s 
Skin. 


“You're scrumptious, baby,” he said. 


Jeremy found it hard to breathe. Becket’s finger on his 
face, then his lips on Jeremy’s mouth. Then a full body grope 
and that ripping-through-the-middle desire surprised Jeremy 
again. Becket held him away and chuckled. 


“I'll wrinkle you.” He pushed him back, brushing the shirt 
Straight again. 


Becket dressed himself and Jeremy wandered back out to 
the kitchen. The answering machine blinked as it silently 
picked up messages that Becket would sort through later. 
Sometimes there were over a hundred messages, Becket 
had told him once. The automatic ice maker shed ice inside 


the double-wide stainless steel refrigerator behind the 
custom cabinets in the granite and stone kitchen. 


In his own apartment, Jeremy had a coffee pot and a hot 
plate. 


When he and Becket worked together on the lot, Jeremy 
felt that they were equals, despite their disparate positions. 
Coworkers. Partners. It was plausible, this idea of having a 
relationship with the man who sat next to him on the beaten 
leather sofa in the bungalow and laughed at his stories 
about Leslie. 


Having a relationship with a man who walked among the 
stars was ridiculous. 


“Ready?” Becket — rested, shaved and showered Becket, 
with horniness on low burn — stood in the kitchen doorway 
and grinned at Jeremy. 


And it was okay. Something about the way he looked at 
Jeremy made it okay. “Yeah.” 


Becket snatched up his car keys. “I’m driving. You’ve been 
getting too familiar with my baby.” 


X kx 


“Sweetheart.” Jeremy tried not to notice that Nancy gave 
him a polite little air kiss but kissed Becket full on the lips. 
She lounged there, right in front of Becket, arms resting on 
his shoulders, a highball glass with what appeared to be a 
Bloody Mary hanging from one hand. “Thank you so much 
for coming,” she said to Becket. “All | want to do is shut 
myself in the bathroom and weep.” Her eyes were wide and 
bright with tears. 


“You're doing fine,” said Becket smiling gently down at 
her. Nancy was petite and dark and without the camera 
makeup and fake-looking hair, a very pretty woman. Big 
hazel eyes, thick naturally curly lashes. She tilted a cute 
little chin up and seemed to unconsciously thrust full 


breasts into Becket’s chest. Who made no effort to move 
away. 
“I’ve completely run out of witty conversation,” she said. 
“I'll see if | can write you some lines,” said Becket. 
Jeremy felt conspicuously unnecessary all of a sudden. 


Becket slid out from Nancy’s arms, though, and took 
Jeremy’s arm. “You won’t know some of these people, 
Jeremy. l'Il introduce you.” He led Jeremy out to an enclosed 
patio. 

They began circling. Jeremy could do it on autopilot after 
only a few years of practice. In the midst of a conversation 
with a bizarre short woman with big hair, he found himself 
wondering how these people could stand doing this over 
and over year after year. 

“Excuse me, do you know where the bathroom is?” the 
short woman asked Jeremy. 

“I'll show you,” said Becket, leading the old lady as if the 
house were his. 

“Jeremy, sweetie.” Leslie appeared at his elbow, lit up, and 
smelling strongly of alcohol. 

“Hi, Leslie. | thought you’d bring your friend.” 

“Ah, not his thing,” said Leslie, waving a hand vaguely. “He 
chose to sleep.” 

“| remember sleep,” said Jeremy. “I can’t wait for normal 
hours.” 

“Normal meaning sixteen-hour days instead of twenty,” 
grumbled Leslie. “I swear every time | look in a mirror, | see 
a crack addict.” 

“It’s the business,” shrugged Jeremy. “And you don’t look 
like a crack addict. Maybe like Don Johnson when he had 
that coke problem...” 

“| swear, Jeremy, | will push you and that Tommy Hilfiger 
Shirt into the pool, if you dare compare me to anyone who 


would share saliva with Melanie Griffith,” said Leslie, who 
looked and dressed so much like the ‘Miami Vice’ star, one 
had to assume he did it on purpose. He seemed cheered by 
this, though. “You look lovely, of late, by the way. Speaking 
of svelte and well-fucked.” 


Jeremy’s entire body went hot. 


“How cute is it that you can still blush,” said Leslie. “Oh, 
and congratulations,” he said. 


For one weird moment, Jeremy feared that Leslie was 
congratulating him for losing his virtual virginity. “What for?” 


Leslie’s eyebrows shot up. “Assistant Director? | heard on 
the lot.” 


“What?” yelped Jeremy. A couple of nearby heads turned 
his direction, and he put his hand over his mouth, turned his 
face away. 


“Keep your voice down, for heaven's sake. Breathe. That’s 
it.” 

Jeremy pushed Leslie’s hand away and regained his 
dignity somewhat. No more curious faces were turned their 
way, but Leslie was staring at him, glasses at the end of his 
nose, big blue eyes amazed. “You didn’t know?” 

Jeremy shook his head. “I didn’t think he was serious.” 

“Sweetheart, he must have planned it as a surprise. Don’t 
tell him | told you.” 

“| don’t even...” 

“I’m Sure you earned it, sweetie.” 

“What?” 

“No! No. God, no, Jeremy. | didn’t mean that the way it 
sounded.” Leslie looked as sincere as he could manage, 
considering that his persona was habitually sarcastic. 
“Becket trusts you and you have hauled ass for him. All eyes 
are on him, and he wouldn’t have given you the job if he 
didn’t count on you to be there for him.” 


“He’s choosing his team,” said Jeremy, piecing the obvious 
together slowly. “Nancy, DePaul, me...” 


“Maybe DePaul,” said Leslie. “His PA, you know her? 
Jessica? She told me he’s iffy about Becket.” 


“DePaul told Becket he’s behind him one hundred 
percent,” protested Jeremy. “I was there and heard him 
myself.” 


“Hmm, well, of course then it’s true,” said Leslie wisely. 
“Oh, excuse me, Jeremy, I’ve been meaning to talk to 
Megan, and there she is.” 


Jeremy wondered where Becket had gone and was 
prowling the patio looking for him when his cell phone rang. 


“Jeremy...” slurred DePaul’s voice when he picked up. 
“Thank God you picked up. Some lecherous bitch has me 
trapped in the bathroom.” 

Christ. “Where are you?” 

“Bathroom.” 

“Which bathroom?” Jeremy asked. He’d seen three and 
assumed there were more deeper in the private portions of 
the mansion. 

“Fuck if | Know. Near some painting of dripping clocks? 
Pleash hurry, Jermery, | think the bitch knows how to pick a 
lock.” 

“Make puking noises like you’re sick until | find you,” 
advised Jeremy. 
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Jeremy found his way down to the bathroom near the Dali. 
One of the Dali’s. A woman in a green cocktail dress that 
hung a little too low from her slim white neck leaned against 
a door, talking to it. 


She looked up at Jeremy, eyes wide and china blue and 
picture pretty. “I think he’s sick, Mr. Reilly.” 


Mr. Reilly. 


The retching sounds were very believable. Jeremy couldn’t 
help but grin. He knocked. “Mr. DePaul?” he called. “It’s 
Jeremy Reilly. | think we should get you to a doctor.” 


A low moan, gruff hacking. Maybe a little over the top. 
Jeremy scored it a nine. 


The door rattled, and the brushed brass handle slowly 
rotated. “Thank God,” breathed the flushed and damp face 
of DePaul. He cast an ill and dazed glance at the pretty 
starlet who still stood there, perched on the tips of her four- 
inch heeled pumps. “I think | got hold of some bad crab, 
man...” 


Jeremy addressed the girl. “I’m sending him to the clinic. 
Will you make sure nobody sees us leave?” 


She nodded eagerly and scampered down the hallway. 
“It’s safe,” she stage whispered back. 

“Thanks... um... what was your name?” 

“Kelly Sharp!” she said, bright and bouncing on her toes 
as she said it. Her glossy hair and pert bosoms bounced as 
well. 

“Thanks, Kelly,” said Jeremy, giving her a warm smile that 
he’d seen on Becket’s face a thousand times. 

“You're welcome,” she gushed, now wholly focused on 
Jeremy. 
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There were cars in Nancy’s wide circular drive waiting to 
ferry people back and forth. Jeremy led DePaul to one, and 
he sank into a heap on the passenger seat, embarrassed 
face in one hand. “I don’t know if I’m going to make it until 
August.” 


“What’s in August?” 


“That’s when the engagement is announced. Jennifer 
wanted to time it to coincide with the release of Sara and 
my movie.” 

Jeremy glanced sharply at the driver. “Engagement?” 


“Sara and | are to be married.” DePaul’s tone was wry, his 
face turned to gaze at passing brush on the mountainside. 


Jeremy had no response to this and actually found he had 
no questions either. It was publicity, of course. He was 
surprised, however, when DePaul’s hand covered his own on 
the seat. “Thanks, Jeremy.” He gave his fingers a little 
squeeze. 

Jeremy shook his head. “It’s my job to keep you out of 
trouble.” 

DePaul laughed, a healthy, deep, sincere laugh. Then he 
Surprised Jeremy by lifting his hand and touching Jeremy’s 
cheek. “Helluva job, I’d think. Nearly impossible.” His finger 
traced Jeremy’s chin and touched his neck. 

Jeremy imagined he felt the eyes of the driver on him. 
DePaul obviously felt his discomfort and lowered his hand. 

“You have a five o’clock call tomorrow. You should be 
Sleeping, not drinking,” said Jeremy. 

DePaul laughed. “You sound like Becket.” And with the 
sensitive antennae that a man whose living depended on 
reading others’ faces, “The man of the hour in more ways 
than one, | take it.” 

“Becket’s great.” 

“Yes, he is. As I’m sure many...many many many young 
men will agree.” 

Jeremy put his hand on the car door and prepared to close 
it. “I’ll see you in the morning.” 

“l'm sorry Jeremy. I’m...” 

“Don’t be. Go home and get some sleep.” 


Jeremy glanced at the driver’s ID and said. “Make sure he 
goes straight home, Robin.” 


“Yes, sir, Mr. Reilly.” 
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Back at the party, Jeremy still saw no sign of Becket. He 
strolled the periphery, trying not to look abandoned. 


“So you're Russell’s new assistant?” said a man sitting 
nearby. He had thick gray hair and wore dark sunglasses. He 
raised a fat cigar to his lips and puffed. 


“Yes, sir.” Jeremy held out his hand. “Jeremy Reilly.” 


“Arthur,” said the man, shaking his hand. He flicked ash 
into cut crystal ashtray and pulled out the chair next to him. 
“So how long you worked for Becket?” 


Jeremy took the proffered chair. “This is my second 
production with him.” 


“Huh.” The man flicked ash. “He’s quite a mentor, isn’t 
he?” 

“Yes, sir,” said Jeremy dutifully. “It’s a great learning 
experience.” 


Arthur smoked his cigar, seeming quite comfortable just 
gazing at Jeremy through those black sunglasses. “lIl bet,” 
he said, finally. “You know, | remember when Becket Russell 
was a mere PA.” 


Jeremy grinned. “You have any good stories?” 


“A few,” said Arthur noncommittally. “He’s single-minded, 
is Becket. Goal oriented.” 

This seemed a roundabout way of accusing a man of 
being ambitious. Not exactly a compliment. “Yes, sir?” 

“Not even thirty and already the favorite of such 
luminaries as James Griffen and Nancy Frazen,” said Arthur. 
“Quite an accomplishment.” 


The conversation was beginning to feel vaguely catty. 
Jeremy looked around. “Where is Becket?” 


“I think he went to help our hostess with something in the 
house,” said Arthur. He puffed on his cigar. “He’s quite the 
handyman, is Becket. If you catch my drift.” 


Jeremy’s ears felt hot, but he managed a cool, “I’m afraid | 
don’t.” 


“Come on, you've been his assistant long enough by now 
to know how he works.” 


Jeremy pushed out his chair. “It was nice meeting you,” he 
said. “I think l'Il go find that bathroom.” 


“Good luck,” said Arthur. 
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Jeremy didn’t go looking for Becket. He went to the other 
side of the patio and got a vodka martini from the bartender 
there. Then he sat down, watching the party until Becket 
found him. 

“Jeremy, | wondered where you'd gotten off to.” Becket 
had that loose, sleepy look that Jeremy associated with 
Becket post-blowjob. “What are you drinking? | think I'll 
have one.” 


“Get me one too?” asked Jeremy. It would save him having 
to stand up. Which he suspected would be really difficult at 
this point. He’d had three already. 

Becket set down the drinks and drew a chair up next to 
Jeremy. “Did you get bored? I’m sorry. Nancy wanted to go 
over some notes.” 

Jeremy snorted into his glass. 

Becket appeared not to hear him. “Did you meet anyone 
interesting?” 

“An Arthur with a cigar. He said he used to know you.” 


“Arthur Feldman?” Becket leaned his head back and 
laughed. “That horny old goat. | hope he didn’t make a pass 
at you.” 


“Nope,” said Jeremy. “He cast apersions...aspersions.” 


Becket’s brow crinkled, and he peered closely at Jeremy. 
“Hon, are you drunk?” 


“lam,” said Jeremy. 
“Jeremy,” sighed Becket. “Why would you...” 


“lam not a child,” said Jeremy. He fingered the gold chain 
around his neck. “I am not a pet.” His voice rose a little on 
the words. 


“Keep it down,” snapped Becket. “You'll embarrass 
yourself.” 

He was right and Jeremy’s instinct for self-preservation 
was strong enough to override his jealousy. 

“| should take you home,” said Becket. 

“Are you done here, then?” asked Jeremy. “Or do you have 
someone else to do?” 

“Christ.” Becket stood and attempted to pull Jeremy up by 
his arm. Jeremy had a mind to resist him but then knew it 
would be noticed, so he stood. 

No one seemed to notice Jeremy’s inebriation. He walked 
fairly steadily when he drank and a few others there had 
had enough to drink to not notice if he wobbled a bit. Becket 
walked him almost to the front door and stopped. 

“I'll give our thanks to the hostess,” said Becket, turning 
on his heal to head down the hallway. 

“Didn't you do that already?” 

Becket stopped. Turned. “Wait in the car.” 

Jeremy wobbled and leaned against the doorjamb, arms 
crossed. “I’d prefer that you call me a cab.” 


Becket’s expression wavered between anger and worry, as 
if he wasn’t sure how to respond. 


Jeremy read Becket’s indecisiveness as a sign of guilt and 
felt a fresh flush of jealousy. “lIl bring the clothes back in 
the morning.” he fingered the chain. “If you’ll help me take 
this off...” 


“Keep it,” said Becket. His confusion was settling into solid 
anger. 


“| can’t,” said Jeremy. “I...” 
“I bought it for you. Keep it,” snapped Becket. 


Jeremy closed his lips together. Becket flipped open his 
cell phone and called a driver, his back to Jeremy, leaning, 
arm braced, against a wall, talking to the driver. He flipped 
the phone shut and remained standing there. Neither spoke. 
Jeremy could hear himself breathing. It seemed forever, but 
finally the lights flashed across the front door and they 
stepped outside to see the green and white limo service car 
below. 


Becket tsked and grabbed Jeremy’s elbow, helping him 
navigate the steps with a firm efficiency. He opened the car 
door and tossed Jeremy in like a package. 


“See you tomorrow,” said Becket, addressing the air 
above Jeremy’s head. And he slammed the cab door shut. 


Jeremy leaned back on the seat, closing his eyes. He could 
feel that deep tremor starting, like an earthquake in the 
ocean, somewhere at the center of his soul. It was going to 
be a big wave when it hit the shore. He gave the limo driver 
his home address. 


Chapter Twenty-four 


Jeremy had a studio apartment in Silver Lake that, during 
daylight hours, looked artsy and young and cool. At night, it 
was scary and small and, after all the time he’d been gone, 
musty. 


His refrigerator held sour milk and a box of moldy pizza. 
He found a bottle of water and drank it, his entire body 
tense with misery. Unable to sleep, he sat in a chair, mostly 
trying not to think, gazing through his badly painted 
windows as the sky lightened over the blue ridges of distant 
mountains. 

His cell phone rang. He noted as he answered it that it 
was four a.m. 


“Jeremy,” said Tom Moore. “We have a situation.” 

“What’s happened now?” 

“There’s been another murder.” 

Jeremy was silent. 

“Just tell me you’re with Becket,” said Tom. “We can’t 
afford anymore police enquiries.” 

“Yes,” said Jeremy. “Yes, Becket and | have been together 
all night.” 

“Thank God,” said Moore. “Listen, | have to go. The 
woman’s family will be calling and | want to be able to tell 
them something. l'Il call you as soon as | know more.” 

“Sure. Thanks Tom.” Jeremy disconnected. He put the 
phone down and stared thoughtfully out the window. 
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“What is all of this?” Bill frowned at the piles of paper on 
Christopher’s coffee table. Similar piles seemed to be 
elsewhere in the small condo. On the sofa, the dinette. 


“Final papers for my Shakespeare class,” said Christopher. 
“But | like to call them, ‘the wrath of God’.” 

“Bad?” 

“Inexecrable.” Christopher sighed. “Except for the 
occasional student who flashes through the class like a 
promise of hope, thereby keeping me addicted and coming 
back over and over to teach each year.” 


“Doesn't sound worth it.” 
“Hope is a strong draw,” said Christopher dryly. 


Bill had a suspicion that Christopher was now talking 
about something other than teaching, so he drew out his 
cigarettes and announced, “I’m going outside for a smoke.” 


When he came back in, Christopher seemed to be 
cleaning up his stacks somewhat. 


“Ready for bed?” said Bill. 


Christopher looked at him. “Bill, this is the third day in a 
week you’ve come over unannounced.” 


“Sorry,” said Bill, crisply. 

“I mean, what’s going on?” 

Bill’s fingers found his lighter and he pursed his lips. 
Christopher sighed. “Never mind. Let’s go to bed.” 
“Do you want to come to a wedding?” Bill blurted. 
“What?” 


“My, um, partner is having a wedding. | mean, she’s 
getting married. Her half of the church is empty or... 
something. She’d appreciate it.” 

“Ah,” said Christopher, studying him. “When is it?” 

“In a couple weeks.” 


Christopher’s eyebrows went up. “Two weddings in two 
weeks? Is it formal?” 


“I have no idea,” Bill admitted. “But | promised her.” He 
dropped his lighter back into his pocket, ran his hands over 
his sleeves, over his hair. 


“Of course. I’d enjoy it.” 

Bill visibly relaxed. “Great. Let’s go to bed.” 

He was watching, with appreciation, as Christopher 
removed his own trousers, when his cell phone rang. Damn 
it. 

“Turner.” 

Christopher, looking chagrined, sat down on his bed, 
listening. 

With the phone pressed to his ear, Bill began re-dressing 
himself. “How long?” By the time he’d dressed, Christopher 
was standing at the door with a bottle of water and a quick 
kiss on the cheek, Bill pressed a digit on his phone as he ran 
down Christopher’s front steps. “Kate?” 
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Bill had been standing on wet sand for an hour. His shoes 
were probably ruined. The wind was high and fierce, the 
yellow crime scene tape whipping and snapping against its 
restraints. 


“The tide came in and went out again,” said Kate, looking 
down upon the bloated body of Angie Dyste. Despite the 
condition of the corpse, they could clearly see her opened 
throat. 


“So we have don’t even know if this is the crime scene,” 
said Bill. He attempted, once more, to light his cigarette. But 
even with his hands cupped closely enough around the 
flame to burn them, he couldn’t keep it lit long enough. 


“ME said first assessment, though? She hasn’t been in the 
water for that long.” 


“We have a warrant for her apartment?” 

“Smith is waking a judge.” 

Bill looked over the crowd on the boardwalk and sidewalks 
near the sand. “Any witnesses yet?” 

Kate had the vinyl hood of her LAPD-issued windbreaker 
up and sealed around her face. “Guess we'd better start 
Canvassing.” 
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Jeremy must have dozed off because when his phone next 
rang, he was curled in a ball and the sun was shining clear 
and yellow into his room. 

“Sweetheart, thank God you answered.” Leslie’s voice was 
high pitched. “It has hit the proverbial fan.” 

“What’s happened?” 

“Policemen are everywhere Jeremy. It’s a wet dream come 
true. They’ve invaded Goldstone’s office and are checking 
the books, from what I’ve heard.” 

“We're shooting though, right?” 

“It’s all about the movie, isn’t it, Jeremy?” 

“Where’s Becket?” 

“On set already. He’d been here all night when I came in. 
That man is a fucking lunatic, Jeremy. However do you stand 
it? He’s been driving every PA on set nuts all morning. He'll 
be screaming for you in seconds. Why aren’t you here?” 

“It’s a long story,” said Jeremy. 

“Then | don’t have time to hear it,” snapped Leslie. “If you 
don’t get in here and help me Jeremy, I’m never speaking to 
you again.” 

Jeremy grabbed his keys and coat, and leaped down the 
two flights of stairs to the street. He pulled his car onto the 
freeway, his mind in tumult. He hadn’t had a call from his 


boss all morning and Jeremy’s was usually the first cell 
phone Becket dialed in the morning. 
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Jeremy flashed his ID past the electronic eye at the gate 
and it opened. Well, the gate pass worked, so if he was fired 
the info hadn’t made it to Security yet. 


His Bluetooth went off just as he rounded the corner and 
saw his production’s rigs at the end of the street. 


“Where the hell are you?” Becket didn’t wait for his 
answer. “There’s a mix-up in wardrobe. Nancy’s got the 
wrong dress for her pick-ups on scene twenty-eight.” 

“On it, boss,” said Jeremy. 

As he disconnected, Jeremy was intercepted by their script 
Supervisor and, still discussing a scene with her, he walked 
right past Becket. Neither man did more than nod at the 
other. 

Why had Jeremy worried about awkwardness? There was 
no time for awkward. No time for anything but holding back 
imminent catastrophe while keeping everybody calm and 
pressing forward on schedule. 

An hour later, they connected again on set. Becket was in 
his manic mode. Stark white, taut, eyes glittering, hands 
Shaking. “Sara was late this morning.” 

“She’s never late.” 

Becket made an impatient noise. “Neverthe/ess, she was 
and we have to reschedule scene one twenty-four.” 

Jeremy scribbled notes. “Okay...” 

Becket climbed up into the dolly that he shared with the 
Cameraman. Jeremy gave him an appraising look. “Did you 
have breakfast?” 

“What? Jeremy, | don’t have time...” 


Jeremy thumbed a number into his Bluetooth. “Leslie, get 
food up here for Becket.” 


“The caterers left half an hour a —” 

“Do it,” Snapped Jeremy. 

Becket didn’t look grateful. He looked aggravated. “Josh,” 
he addressed the dolly operator, and the dolly rose. 


Jeremy stood below, taking notes and watching the set for 
random loose problems. 


When he saw everybody in position and all of the crews 
checked, he yelled ‘Rolling’, and then let Nancy and DePaul 
do their jobs. 


It was the only time he really had had to think since he’d 
woke and he watched the actress, amazed at the virulent 
waves of envy that rolled like liquid fire over his skin. 


“Nancy—” Becket’s tone was gentle, sweet “—that was 
heartbreaking. | would kill DePaul myself if he weren’t worth 
over a million dollars to me. Now, let’s do it one more time 
for safety.” 


They set up again. Nancy found her spot. The script girl 
called out her continuity cues and makeup dashed on and 
offstage throughout. During one of Jeremy’s breaks, he 
returned a call from the LAPD and verified Becket’s alibi, 
giving it as little thought as he would a pending dental 
appointment. He had also received a small batch of calls 
from media persons, which he systematically deleted. 
Sometime later, Leslie came in with food which he left by 
Becket’s director’s chair like an offering, backing away 
stooped to avoid blocking views. 


It went on and on as it always did. The adrenaline and 
focus that made the world fall away, like running a 
marathon, until one stood in a quiet stage, grips and crew 
gone, the lights cooling and the electrical thrum slowly 
dying down. 


“Good job,” said Becket quietly from behind him. 


Jeremy couldn’t raise his eyes to look at him. “You too,” he 
said. “Of course.” 

“This has all been so much for you. All at once,” said 
Becket, and it killed Jeremy how strained his voice sounded. 
“I’m sorry.” 

Jeremy shook his head fiercely. “You don’t need to be. | 
just...l expected too much.” 

“I asked too much of you. There’s been too much 
pressure. Maybe if James were still...” 

It was starting to really hurt. Jeremy didn’t know how 
much longer he could stand here before he lost his dignity 
completely. “Maybe. I’ve...got to go home.” 

“Of course.” 

“Do you need a ride?” 

“PIH walk.” 


Jeremy had to stop the golf cart halfway down when tears 
surprised him. Thank God it was past dark and there was no 
one else to see him lean over, hand over his eyes, trying to 
get a grip. 

“Hey.” 

Jeremy yelped and almost fell off his golf cart. DePaul was 
leaning against the cart, stooped to look inside, his smile 
kind. 

Jeremy scrubbed hastily at his eyes. “Sorry. Sorry.” 

“Don’t apologize.” DePaul climbed into the seat next to 
Jeremy. “Everybody is ready to scream or cry, you know. | 
Saw Sara sitting outside her trailer just sobbing away this 
afternoon.” 

Jeremy used his shirtsleeve to mop up the mess that was 
his nose. “I should call her. Becket pushed her hard today.” 
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“Our Mr. Russell is amazing. An inspiration,” said DePaul. 
“By the time you realize he’s stronger than them all, he’s 
broken your heart.” 


Jeremy looked up at him. DePaul gave him a sad little 
smile. “He doesn’t mean to do it,” he said. 


“You and Becket were...involved?” asked Jeremy. 


“As involved as Mr. Russell ever allows himself to become 
with anyone,” said DePaul. “My advice to you is to pretend it 
never happened. It’s how he'll want you to handle it.” 


Some yawning dark chasm made itself Known inside of 
Jeremy. “Oh,” he said. 


DePaul’s hand was on his back then, a quick squeeze of 
Jeremy’s shoulder. “If you ever need to talk about it, my 
trailer, as they say, is always open. You okay?” 

“| don’t know,” said Jeremy. 

DePaul threw a companionable arm over his shoulder and 
Jeremy noted how good he smelled. Kind of mild Old Spice 
good. He looked at him and DePaul looked back, his eyes a 
pure, startling green. He had a nice smile, a kind of sexy 
crooked smile. And he moved a little closer toward Jeremy. 

“Tell me about it,” he said. 

“I’m a walking cliché. | had sex with my boss,” said 
Jeremy. “And now...” He sighed. 

“Been there, done that,” said DePaul 

Jeremy chuckled. “That’s my line.” 

“I’m a line stealer,” said DePaul with another friendly little 
squeeze. “So I’ve been told.” 

His eyes held Jeremy’s, his body close and warm, his hand 
rubbing up and down Jeremy’s arm. And then his other hand 
was on Jeremy’s chin, his face just a little bit closer. “You’re 
going to be fine,” he said. 

“I hope so,” said Jeremy, looking at DePaul’s sexy smile in 
a kind of daze. 


DePaul’s’ fingers stroked Jeremy’s chin. “You barely have a 
beard.” 

Jeremy laughed shakily. “True northern Irish, I’m afraid.” 

“Hardly any hair, huh?” said DePaul, his voice husky. His 
finger touched Jeremy’s lower lip. “My God, you have a 
freckle on your lip.” 

Jeremy was going to make a joke about this too. It was a 
characteristic that Becket had mentioned once and a couple 
of other men, too. So he had his joke already, but then 
DePaul’s mouth was on his and a tongue was slipping with 
expertise into his mouth. 

God, it felt good to be kissed. 

After three days of babysitting a traumatized drunken 
man, it was so nice just to let someone hold him, let a 
mouth move over his. 

Somebody coughed. 


Jeremy and DePaul flew apart and both turned to see 
Becket standing there in the twilight, a slim dark figure. 


“Sorry to interrupt, but that /s my cart and I’m not sure 
anyone standing at the top of the hill would know it wasn’t 
me making a spectacle of myself.” 


“Sorry,” said Jeremy. DePaul hopped out of the seat 
grinning and made a wide sweeping gesture to offer Becket 
his just-vacated seat. 


“All yours,” he said. It was unclear whether he meant 
Jeremy or the golf cart. 


Becket didn’t move. “No. lII walk.” 
Jeremy watched him heading back down the hill. 
“Don’t chase him,” said DePaul. “Just let him go.” 


Jeremy felt suddenly like smacking DePaul, but he 
controlled the urge. “Do you need a ride?” 


DePaul waved him off, striding back up the hill and almost 
colliding with Leslie, who was running down. 


“Jeremy | came to tell you that Becket’s looking for you.” 
Leslie stopped, looked at Jeremy, DePaul, and then swiveled 
to see Becket walking down the hill. 


“Oh, the drama,” he said. 


“Hop in,” said Jeremy. “You can stop me from driving over 
the edge.” 


“My God, Jeremy. Your man is a worse workaholic than 
Griffen,” wailed Leslie. “I think I’m hallucinating.” 


Feeling grim, Jeremy started the engine again. The last 
he’d seen of Leslie at the party, he’d been ferrying a starlet 
around who’d been so drunk she looked like a coat hung 
over Leslie’s arm. “Did you get any sleep?” 


“| don’t even remember sleep,” said Leslie. “I passed out 
in my car and woke in time to drive in here. Does that 
count?” 


“We're almost done shooting,” said Jeremy. “You'll have a 
normal schedule soon.” 


“If we do finish shooting,” said Leslie darkly. “Jessica, 
DePaul’s assistant? Told Adam that his agent is concerned 
that his reputation will be besmirched by association with 
the now infamous Griffen Productions.” 


“DePaul can’t pull out. He’s the whole picture.” 


“God, never let Nancy hear you say that,” said Leslie. “Her 
hand is on the throttle, that’s for sure. Spelling is her boy, 
and you know she had something to do with Becket’s little 
rise to power.” 

Jeremy started the cart’s engine and worked it back onto 
the road. The image of Nancy and Becket kissing writhed in 
his head like an ugly snake trying to bite him. When he went 
to shift the throttle, his hands were shaking. 
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“I've left a list of elements we'll need on the set first thing 
in the morning.” Becket met them at the doorway in full 
regal mode, voice slightly shrill, words clipped. His eyes 
flicked equally from Jeremy to Leslie. “And of course the new 
sides need printing.” 

“No problem,” said Leslie. Jeremy was grateful that Leslie 
had come with him now. He couldn’t seem to find words to 
speak to Becket. “Are you leaving for the night?” asked 
Leslie. 


“I have a meeting,” said Becket. His eyes barely rested on 
Jeremy, then dismissed him. “If you need anything, call.” 
And he strode down the walk and toward his car. 


Leslie’s gaze went to Jeremy, but he wisely withheld 
comment. 


They had been slaving over the computer for about half 
an hour when a sharp knock rattled the bungalow door. 


“Come in,” said Jeremy, exchanging raised eyebrows with 
Leslie. 


“Jeremy?” DePaul was shaved and showered, his damp 
hair slicked back from his forehead. Dressed in a worn black 
t-shirt that proclaimed King Kong the Movie and faded jeans 
with rips in the knees. “I wanted to check in with Becket 
before | left.” His eyes scanned the bungalow. “Oh. He’s not 
here.” 


Jeremy wisely considered that DePaul had _ Becket’s 
number on his cell phone and could have as easily called 
him. “Do you want to talk to him?” He drew out his phone. 


DePaul looked down at the electronic thing in Jeremy’s 
hand as if surprised by it. “Oh. Um, no, that’s alright. Are... 
are you okay?” His gaze slid, cautiously, to Leslie, then back 
to Jeremy. 

He was so young, so earnest, with that unlined, ingenuous 
face. It was very easy to forget what a consummate actor 


he was. “Yes,” said Jeremy. DePaul continued to gaze at him, 
tongue coming out to nervously swipe the corner of his 
mouth. Then he raised a bronzed arm to rest against the 
doorjamb, highlighting a line of muscles in his arm of the 
likes of which most men only dreamed of possessing. “Are 
you Okay?” asked Jeremy, as it seemed it was his cue. 

“No, actually,” said DePaul. He glanced quickly again at 
Leslie. “Can | talk to you?” 

Jeremy rose from amidst his printout nest and followed 
DePaul outside. 

“Jeremy, I’m sorry,” said DePaul immediately. “I didn’t 
mean to cause...” 

“You didn’t,” said Jeremy. “We...aren’t.” 

“Oh,” said DePaul. “I’m sorry.” 

Jeremy shook his head, lips compressed. It hurt when he 
thought of it, so he didn’t want to. 

“I actually wanted to...” DePaul looked sheepish. “Would 
you join me in my trailer maybe? For a nightcap? | hoped | 
could...talk.” 

What the...? 

“Sure,” said Jeremy. He glanced at his watch, pushed open 
the door and looked in at Leslie who had the opened O 
mouth he assumed whenever he was witness to astonishing 
events. “You okay by yourself here?” 

Leslie nodded. 

“I'll call,” said Jeremy, letting the door swing shut. He 
turned to DePaul, a fatalistic feeling of playing a role in grim 
inevitability sweeping through him. “Let’s go.” 
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“Sorry it’s such a mess,” said DePaul, pushing a stack of 
scripts to the side. Underneath the scripts was a deck of 
tarot cards like Jeremy had seen in the psychic’s store. 


DePaul picked these up too and tossed them into a drawer. 
“The cleaning lady hasn’t been yet this week.” 


DePaul had a cleaning lady for his trailer? Jeremy glanced 
down at the script on the top of the stack and saw 
Spielberg’s name watermarked into it. 


“Doesn't bother me,” he said. “You should see my car.” 


DePaul chuckled appreciatively, eyes crinkling at the 
corners. “Guinness?” 


“Sure.” 


Jeremy popped the top and only raised an eyebrow when 
DePaul brought out the small curved pipe. He was a little 
concerned about what DePaul would place in the bowl of 
that pipe and felt himself relax considerably when it 
appeared to be only marijuana. 


“Want some?” asked DePaul, through teeth, smoke 
escaping. 

That sense of grim fatalism rising, Jeremy accepted the 
pipe. They smoked and Robert gazed at him. Of course, he 
could make his eyes glow like that at will, but the pot 
seemed to enhance it. 

“You know, | envied Becket,” he said. “You so obviously 
were devoted to him. I’d give anything.” 

“There’s got to be a million people who are devoted to 
you,” said Jeremy. 

“Stalking isn’t devotion. It’s possessive and dangerous.” 

Jeremy nodded. True. 

“Jeremy? Do you mind if I...?” And DePaul rose and sat 
down right next to Jeremy, close enough so that their thighs 
pushed together. He put a muscled arm around Jeremy and 
his face leaned into Jeremy’s neck, breath gusting against 
Jeremy’s neck. “It’s been a long week.” 

Christ, that was true. “Yeah,” said Jeremy, husky as 
DePaul’s nose, then lips, then tongue began a route up his 


neck and to his ear. Jeremy only had to turn his head and 
the kiss they had begun on the golf cart escalated, then 
traveled with them the few feet from the front of the trailer 
to the wide bed at the back. 


“| prefer the dark,” said DePaul, when Jeremy’s hand 
reached for the chain to the small wall light. His hands 
traveled over Jeremy’s back and ass. He seemed to be 
Shaking. 

They lay there kissing and rolling together, DePaul 
thrusting a little forcefully against Jeremy, though he 
seemed still unaroused. 


“Hang on a minute,” he said and went off to the kitchen. 
There were a variety of sounds followed by water splashing 
into a glass. And he came back into the room. 


“You Okay?” asked Jeremy. He lay on his back in nothing 
but his socks. His cock was arched and damp, and he 
couldn’t help but notice that DePaul was not equally 
interested. 


“Yeah. It’s the strain, my doctor says. Need a little help 
these days. Don’t...um...don’t take it personally.” He popped 
the blue pill into his mouth and downed it with water. 


DePaul, the sexiest man alive, according to People 
magazine, had ED? 


Now he climbed back on the mattress, straddling Jeremy 
and applied his tongue to Jeremy’s belly, thighs and cock, 
nuzzling and licking. He slid on a condom, caught Jeremy’s 
cock in his mouth and began giving him a blowjob which, 
being a blowjob, felt fantastic and eventually satisfied 
Jeremy, but which, on a scale of one to ten — one being the 
blowjob he’d gotten from a drunken Danny McHugh when 
they were fourteen, and ten being Becket — rated about a 
negative two. 


Then DePaul lay back. He was finally hard and moaned 
feelingly, while Jeremy returned the favor. 


“God. Oh, God,” said DePaul, who appeared to be 
alarmingly close to tears after this weirdly unsatisfying little 
session. He wrapped himself around Jeremy and forced his 
tongue into Jeremy’s mouth again. His face was wet and he 
tasted like latex. 


“It’s been so long since anybody held me,” said DePaul. 


Jeremy, who wanted at that moment to push DePaul away, 
held him, patting him in a vaguely comforting manner and 
mumbling noises meant to be soothing. When DePaul 
Slipped into sleep, Jeremy slid out from under him, got 
dressed and went back down to the bungalow. 


Leslie was there, working hard. He looked up when Jeremy 
came in and very wisely held his tongue. Jeremy went 
Straight to the liquor cabinet, brought down Becket’s 
bourbon and said, “One lump or two?” 


“I think you need all of it,” said Leslie. 


“No, I’m okay.” Jeremy sat down on the sofa and assumed 
the thinker position: elbows on knees, hands in hair. 


Leslie, lips pursed, kept working. The computer, which 
registered each incoming email with a tiny sound, began 
registering a rather rapid stream of them. Leslie looked up 
at the screen and his mouth opened for a minute, as if he 
were thinking of words, before he finally said. “Um, Jeremy, 
he’s emailing you.” 


“Who is?” 
“DePaul.” 


Feeling weirdly horrified, Jeremy rose and leaned over 
Leslie to peer at the string of emails on the screen, each 
with the subject line, ‘To Jeremy from Robert’. 

Leslie reached up to open the first one, but Jeremy’s hand 
on his wrist stopped him. “I don’t want to open them.” 


“But Jeremy...” 


“Just delete them...” Jeremy went over to the couch and 
poured more bourbon. “I don’t want Becket to see them.” 


“My God, Jeremy, are you actually afraid he’d be jealous?” 


Jeremy closed his eyes and forced the bourbon down in 
one go. When he opened them, Leslie was regarding him 
with concern. 


“He’s a user, Jeremy.” 


“No, he’s not. He just needs somebody and | /ike taking 
care of him.” 


Leslie rubbed at his carefully manicured five o’clock 
Shadow with the edge of his thumb. “lIl forward them to 
your personal address. You will read them and respond later. 
Whatever you think of him personally, you can’t just snub 
someone like DePaul.” 


“I know. God, what would | do without you, Leslie. You’ve 
been great.” 

“Jeremy,” said Leslie, shaking his head. “I wouldn’t miss 
this for anything.” 


Chapter Twenty-five 


Jeremy drove Leslie home and then returned to the lot. 
The amount of work still to be done was overwhelming. It 
was no wonder that people like Becket became 
temperamental and erratic over time. 


The lot was closed. During normal hours, anyone with a 
studio ID and sticker on their windshield would be blithely 
waved through. After hours, though, even Scorsese would 
wait while the security guards checked to see that he had a 
pass to enter. This time, the guard spent a half-hour looking 
though the computer for Jeremy’s name and then insisted 
he park in the grip’s lot. 


So Jeremy had to walk the equivalent of eight city blocks, 
past the sound stages where burly men in flannel shirts 
were already maneuvering cranes and flatbeds of props in 
and out of two-story high doorways by the light of spots. 


Jeremy skirted the chaos easily, feeling their eyes on him. 
This predawn world belonged to these men. A small group of 
guys all of whom knew each other and many of whom were 
related. Jeremy was an interloper. And a small rodent to 
avoid running over. 


He jogged up the soft gravel drive to the bungalow, only 
noticing that the lights were on as he came round the 
corner. 


Someone was in Becket’s office. From ten feet down the 
path, Jeremy could hear the drawers and doors of the 
cabinets opening and closing. 

Jeremy crept along the damp concrete path. He wasn’t 
used to trying to proceed down this path silently, though, 
and he bumped a handcart as he went. It squawked and 


bumped the wall and whoever was in Becket’s office 
stopped moving. 

The glass in the door rattled as the person put his/her 
hand on the knob and, probably, peered through the slim 
blinds that hung there. Jeremy plastered himself against the 
wall, hoping the shadows would hide him. A head poked out, 
a black silhouette before the lights of the office behind. It 
appeared to be a male head. 


Jeremy could hear his own breath. The smell of jasmine 
was sickening, and he realized that he stood beneath a 
giant jasmine vine that grew over the wall and onto the roof 
of the bungalow. In all the time he’d worked there, he’d 
never noticed it. 

The silhouette withdrew, pulling the door closed. 

Jeremy tiptoed up to the door. With the expertise of 
familiarity, he gently turned the knob and inched the door 
open. A man stood with his back to Jeremy. He wore jeans 
and a black hoodie, and was literally dragging things down 
from the shelves in the cabinet. He was just reaching into 
the cabinet for the small box Becket had opened that day, 
when Jeremy cleared his throat. 

The man spun around. Tall, well built, very very 
handsome. DePaul stared at him with wide, adrenalized 
eyes. 

“What are you doing?” asked Jeremy. 

DePaul leapt to the right and ran around the coffee table, 
trying to make it out the open door. It was a foolish move, 
the sort of thing a man who has never played sports would 
try. Jeremy merely blocked him and then tackled him. 

They fell, crashing into the coffee table and onto the sofa. 


DePaul fought, but Jeremy outweighed him and very soon, 
he just lay there. 


Jeremy rolled off him, straightening his Bluetooth, which 
had been knocked askew. “What the hell is wrong with 
you?” 

DePaul sat up slowly. He buried his hooded head in his 
hands and cursed. “I’m so fucked, Jeremy.” 

“Okay,” said Jeremy. “So do | call Security now?” 

DePaul looked up. “Jeremy, please, | Know how this looks 
but | didn’t know what to do. I’ve been trying to talk to you 
about it.” 

Jeremy released DePaul and stood, holding out a hand to 
help the actor get to his feet and sit on the sofa. “Robert, | 
Should never have let that happen tonight.” 

“I know. Me neither. I’m sorry.” 

Jeremy exhaled with relief. “Okay, then. Everything is 
good, right? You didn’t need to break into the office to get 
that clear.” 

“That’s not the problem,” said DePaul. Eyes cast down, he 
rubbed his forehead. 

Jeremy’s proactive problem-solving brain leaped to all the 
possible problems that DePaul could be having. “I’m sure we 
can take care of it.” 

“| hope so. Becket has tapes that incriminate me.” 

This hadn’t been on the list in Jeremy’s head. “What kind 
of tapes?” 

DePaul covered his face with his hands. “Sex tapes,” he 
whispered. “With...with Griffen and...I...Jeremy there was an 
incident when | was younger. One of my mother’s 
boyfriends.” 

“An incident?” 

“I attacked him with a knife. | was ten, Jeremy. | thought 
he was trying to kill her.” 

Jeremy nodded. “What else?” 


“Well, then about a year ago the guy showed up on the 
set and...there was a fight.” 


Jeremy had heard about this, though he hadn’t known 
DePaul had a history with the man. “Is that the guy you 
stabbed?” 


“| didn’t, Jeremy. The press exaggerates everything. But 
now the police have a...what do you call it? A sheet on me 
and then this thing with Griffen getting shot...” 


“What was on the tapes?” 


DePaul turned his head away, muttered something too low 
for Jeremy to hear. 


“Robert, you may as well tell me.” 


“Griffen was into bondage,” said DePaul. “It...it started a 
year ago. He recorded everything. There was a...session 
when | freaked out and attacked him. Got hold of a gun he 
had and shot at him. Of course | missed by a mile. He was 
fine, Jeremy, honestly he was. He even laughed about it 
afterwards. But...but the whole thing was recorded, and I’m 
pretty sure Becket has digital copies of those tapes 
somewhere.” 


When Jeremy had destroyed the tapes and cleared the 
files he’d found in Becket’s office, he hadn’t watched all of 
them, and now he was glad he hadn't. “I think they're 
burned, DePaul. Why did you think they’d be in Becket’s 
bungalow?” 


“You think they’re destroyed, Jeremy? Seriously? But... 
how would you know that?” 

“It doesn’t matter. Why would Becket release something 
like that to the police, Robert? You’re the star of his movie!” 

“It’s personal,” said DePaul. “It was personal. He was 
jealous of Griffen and me.” 

It was incredibly plausible. “God.” Jeremy washed his face 
with one hand. 


“James sent Becket the tapes. He called them my ‘screen 
test’. He thought it was funny. When Becket told me he’d 
seen them, | was scared to death, but then he’s behaved so 
decently...” 


DePaul’s manner toward Becket, the obsequious and 
almost fawning behavior. 


“But | should have known,” said DePaul. “He was just 
waiting until he needed the leverage.” 

Jeremy sat down. This was a lot of information to take in 
so quickly. 

“Last night, Becket called and advised me not to go to the 
police. He...mentioned the recordings.” 

“He threatened you?” 

“No, but he said, ‘there is incriminating material out 
there.’ Like he’d have something to do about it if | did.” 

“That doesn’t sound like Becket,” Jeremy said doubtfully. 

“You don’t Know him like | do,” said DePaul. “That man is 
ruthless.” 

Jeremy wondered how deluded he had allowed himself to 
become. “Why would he threaten you with exposure, 
anyway?” he asked. 

DePaul looked up at him then. “Because | know he killed 
Griffen,” he said. 


Chapter Twenty-six 


“I appreciate you calling me first,” said Tom. 

Actually, Jeremy had called Leslie first. 

“What should | do?” 

“Are you crazy, Jeremy? Go to the police! Do you want to 
be an accomplice to murder?” 

“I’m sorry | lied this morning,” said Jeremy to Tom. “ld 
gotten so used to covering for him, it was automatic. The... 
the first time | wasn’t sure. I’d been drinking and | was 
confused... But this time, | Knew what | was doing.” 


"m 


Tom made a sympathetic noise. “I understand. | doubt 
you'll spend time in jail.” 
Jeremy found he didn’t much care. “lIl be fine, but Becket 


can’t handle jail, Tom.” 


“He shouldn’t have to. When we hang up, I’m going to 
make two calls.” He named an attorney who had recently 
been in the news defending a star accused of killing his 
wife. “And then I’m calling in a psychiatrist. Becket was 
obviously pushed to this by Griffen’s abuse.” 


“Thanks, Tom.” 

“Don’t call the police, yet. l'Il speak to the studio and, of 
course, Becket. We'll call them when we're ready to make a 
statement to the press.” 

“Okay. Thank God we have you, Tom.” 

“Becket’s lucky to have you as a friend. You’re doing the 
right thing.” 

Jeremy disconnected. Then he just leaned over in the chair 
and held his head. The digital clock ticked and the computer 


monitor hummed and Jeremy breathed. Whoever said it’s 
better to have loved and lost, had never lost, he thought. 


Becket’s lucky to have you as a friend. 


Jeremy picked up his phone again and pressed a single 
digit. As a friend, at least, he owed Becket the call. 


“Hello, Jeremy.” Instead of Becket’s chilly voice, Nancy’s 
sultry contralto answered Becket’s cell phone. 


“Is he there?” Jeremy was agile when faced by unhappy 
surprises, but his voice still cracked when he spoke. 


“He’s asleep, poor dear. | hate to wake him.” 

“It’s important,” said Jeremy. He rubbed at his eye with 
one tight knuckle, hard, and found that it helped a little. 

“Of course,” said Nancy sweetly. 

“Jeremy?” Oh, God, Becket didn’t sound angry; he 
sounded sad. Fragile. 

“I’m sorry to wake you.” 

“I wasn’t asleep. Has something happened?” 

Oh, of course, work. Why else would Jeremy call? “Sort of. 
| had a disturbing conversation with DePaul this evening.” 

A pause. “How is Robert?” Becket’s voice was definitely 
chilly. 

Jeremy had almost forgotten about the scene in Becket’s 
golf cart earlier. The whole thing was so complicated, he 
couldn’t think of any way to conduct the conversation. 
“Listen, Becket, this is impossible to talk about over the 
phone. Can | come over there?” 


Silence. 
“Becket, | wouldn’t have called if it weren’t important.” 
“| see. Well, | Suppose if you must you must. I’m at 


Nancy’s house. You remember it?” 
Jeremy made himself speak. “Yes.” 


Becket’s voice was soft, tired. “l'Il see you when you get 
here.” The line went dead. 


Chapter Twenty-seven 


“Darlin’, you are too young to have worry lines,” Stuart 
softened the comment by kissing Leslie on the offending 
wrinkle between his eyebrows. 


“Derek, | have a moral conundrum.” 


“Good Lord.” Stuart kissed Leslie’s nose, lips, chin. “Well, 
to quote my old granny, ‘What would Jesus do’?” 


Leslie laughed. “I’m serious, Derek.” 


“So am |, Leslie. When a man has a moral conundrum he 
generally knows what the right thing is to do. He just 
doesn’t want to do it.” 


Leslie pouted. It made his mouth adorable and Stuart 
distracted him momentarily. When Leslie was able to 
breathe again, he said, “Hold that thought. | have to make a 
phone call.” 

Stuart released him. Leslie rolled over and plucked his 
phone from the nightstand. “Do you have Detective Turner’s 
phone number?” he asked. 

“I may,” said Stuart. 

“Don’t look at me like that, Derek. l'Il tell you everything if 
you'll just promise to keep it off the news.” 

“Leslie, darlin’, | can’t make a promise like that. You know | 
can't.” 

Leslie’s mouth threatened that pout again. “Well, | guess it 
will all come out in the next twenty-four hours anyway. All | 
care about is Jeremy. He just trusts that man too much.” 

Stuart had found Bill Turner’s card and handed it to Leslie. 
“Which man?” 


“Becket Russell.” 
K xx 


“We knew it was coming, partner,” said Kate. 

Bill muttered an obscenity Kate rarely heard from him. 

“The minute James Griffen became a victim, Homicide 
Special was going to be assigned. You knew it. | knew it.” 

There were two detectives from the elite RHD division in 
Gates office, being debriefed, as Bill and Kate watched. 
Nobody had actually said anything to them, but they both 
knew that in a few minutes the detectives would come over 
and take their case files from them. And that would be that. 

As if to salt the wound, one of the clerks passed by and 
dropped a file in Kate’s basket. It was the much awaited and 
anticipated DNA test results. 

“What does it say?” 

Kate pursed her lips. “Hmmm.” 

“C'mon Kate.” 

.” The DNA tests for the traces found on James Griffen are 
a positive for Becket Russell.” she said. 

Bill stood. “Getting a warrant.” 

“Bill, we have to hand this to the new team.” 

“Not yet, we don’t.” 

“Besides, aren’t you forgetting Russell’s alibi?” 

Bill pointed at the reports. “DNA.” 

“Alibi,” said Kate. “They can’t approximate when the 
traces were left there, right? The ME said Griffen may have 
been bound and gagged for some time before his TOD. So 
the semen on his sheets could have been from before he 
was abducted.” 

“The DNA gives us reasonable cause to bring him in for 
questioning.” he said. 


“But, Bill, we have to hand this over—” 


Bill jumped up, grabbed the DNA reports and walked into 
Smith’s office. He didn’t wait for Kate, and he shut the door 
as he entered. 


“Leave me on the Griffen homicide,” he said. 


Smith took his cigar from his mouth. The station house 
was smoke-free, but he kept the unlit cigars gripped 
between his teeth when he worked. He’d admitted once to 
Bill that he couldn’t think without the thing in his mouth. 


Bill, personally, thought that sometimes a cigar was a 
penis substitute. 

“Why?” said Smith. “And, what | mean is, why are you 
telling me what to do?” 


“Please.” 
“Have you finished the Homicide Special app | gave you?” 
“No, we've been busy with...” 


“Finish it. l'Il introduce you to the team currently assigned, 
and then we'll see.” 


Bill thought for a moment, and then he said, “I will.” He 
left. 


Kate watched him reseat himself at his desk, “What did 
you say to Smith?” she asked. 


“Nothing.” Bill found the transfer paperwork in the drawer 
where he’d shoved it after Smith had given it to him. “I have 
to fill out this damned thing on top of the shooting report 
and these damned interrogatory forms that Moore’s firm 
served—” 


“What are you scribbling on?” asked Kate. Bill was 
generally very precise and neat with forms. She never seen 
him scrawl across one with such wild abandon. 

“This is our case. We're about to bust it open. I'll be 
damned if l'Il hand it over to those fat so- and-so’s when we 
are almost —-” Bill frowned at a question on the form and 


then scribbled out something Scribbled it out! And 
continued on without rising and replacing the form. 

Kate stood up, went around their desks and snatched the 
form out from under Bill’s pen. “A transfer,” she stated flatly. 

Bill glowered at his desk. 

“Look at me,” said Kate, When he did, Bill saw her wearing 
an expression that would have made an average man’s 
knees shake. “What the hell is going on, Turner?” 

“Not your problem,” said Bill. 

“You're applying for a transfer.” 

“No, I’m not. I’m filling out the form so Smith will let us 
close the case.” 

Kate perused the document in question. “I’m sure they'll 
be impressed by your penmanship and attention to detail, 
but don’t you think you should type this?” 

Bill reached up and pulled it out of her hands. “Never 
mind.” He crumpled the document and tossed it into the 
wastebasket. 

“Did you just tell me to ‘never mind’ Bill?” Kate glared 
down at him and Bill shrank from the heat of that glare. His 
cell phone rang and, still cringing, he snatched it up. 
“Turner.” 

“Hi, Bill,” said Christopher. “I’m ...sorry to call you at 
work...” 

Bill glanced up at Kate, who was still frowning down at 
him, “What do you want?” 

“Just wanted to remind you that the commitment 
ceremony is tomorrow morning.” 

“I know that,” snapped Bill. “PIL be there.” He 
disconnected. 

Kate folded her arms. “Who was that?” 

“A friend.” And at Kate’s expression. “I have friends.” 


“Which is a wonder if you speak to them all like that.” 


Bill patted his shirt down looking for his cigarettes. “I need 
a smoke.” He escaped, and a few minutes later was 
standing in the back alley, apologizing to Christopher when 
his call waiting rang with an unknown number. 


“Gotta go. Sorry.” 
“Just remember a tie and your handsome self.” 
“Right.” Bill flashed to the waiting line. “Turner.” 


“Detective Turner? | don’t know if you remember me. My 
name is Leslie Parker?” The man’s every sentence ended 
with a nervous interrogatory rise in inflection. 


Bill wondered, uncomfortably, if the young man was going 
to ask him out when Leslie said, “I| have some information 
about that murder case and Becket Russell.” 


Bill dropped his cigarette into the ashtray. “Really.” 


A few minutes later he cruised by his desk, sweeping up 
his jacket, billfold and shield. 


Kate stood. “Now where are you going?” 

“You want to close this murder or not?” 

“The RHD—” 

“We haven't been officially removed from the case have 
we?” 

Kate looked towards Gates’ office, where the new team 
was still ensconced. “No—” 

“Becket’s alibi just sprang a leak.” 

“Really?” 


They gazed at each other across their shared desks. Then, 
Kate opened the drawer where she kept her gun, and jerked 
her head towards the back of the station. “If we leave that 
way they won’t see us go.” 
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“Jeremy, what a nice surprise.” Nancy was lucky 
somebody hadn’t broken her nose at some point in her long 
illustrious career, thought Jeremy, smoothly ducking away 
from the star’s kiss. 

“Where is he?” 

“Out by the pool, dear. But, Jeremy, really, there’s no need 
for all these histrionics...” 

Becket was fully dressed and standing by Nancy’s pool 
holding a drink. He looked exhausted. “We have a five a.m. 
call,” he said to Jeremy. “Try to be brief.” 

“Has Tom spoken to you yet?” 

“Tom? Have you hired legal counsel, Jeremy?” 

Jeremy hadn't been sure what he was going to say when 
he finally confronted Becket. He had thought, vaguely, that 
he had gone up there to explain and maybe even apologize. 
But Nancy’s presence, Becket’s autocratic tone, the whole 
situation really, sparked the tinder of resentment he’d been 
carrying for weeks. “You owe me an explanation.” 

“| owe you?” 

“I lied for you. | covered for you. | lied to the police, even.” 

Becket set his drink down on a table. “What?” 

“I wasn’t there the night Griffen’s assistant was killed,” 
said Jeremy. “I lied and told them I had been.” 

“Why on earth would you do that?” 

“You needed an alibi.” 

Becket stood there, frail and angry. “I had an alibi,” he 
said. “I spent the night here with Nancy.” 

Jeremy hadn't known it could stab at him like that. Having 
it said right to his face. 

“However, | appreciated you saving her the 
embarrassment of coming forward.” 


“Of course. We wouldn’t want to shock her adoring 
public.” 


“Oh, for heaven's...” 


“I trusted you.” It hadn’t been what Jeremy meant to say, 
and he certainly hadn’t meant his voice to break like that 
when he said it. 


“No, you didn’t.” Becket’s cool, smooth demeanor slid 
from him and an angry, exhausted man stood there, voice 
cracking with emotion. “You don’t trust anyone. You're the 
most cynical person I’ve ever met. Well, besides myself.” 


Jeremy rubbed at his eyes with the heels of both hands. “I 
don’t want to be cynical. | don’t want to be bitter and old 
and use my friends.” 


“| don’t use my friends,” said Becket. 

“Don’t you? You’re becoming just like James Griffen.” 
Becket flinched. “I could do worse,” he said, icily. 

“You don’t mean that. You know you’re better than that.” 


Becket flared and flickered like a flame about to 
extinguish. And then he leaned over and picked up his drink. 
“I trusted you, too. | believed in you, too, Jeremy. | thought... 
| even thought...” 


“Don’t you dare say it now!” yelled Jeremy. 


From behind him, Nancy’s cool voice. “Becket, do you 
want Jeremy to leave?” 


Becket sank into a teak deck chair, assuming his habitual 
posture. Hands scrubbing his hair. “Nancy, can you leave us 
alone?” he said. 


The sliding doors clicked as they closed. 

“You didn’t kill Angie Dyste?” 

“Good Lord. Of course not.” 

“The night Griffen disappeared...” 

“I was with you, Jeremy. Surely you remember.” 


“You didn’t leave in the middle of the night?” 

Becket sat, head in his hands and didn’t answer. 

“| deserve to know what’s going on,” said Jeremy. “I need 
to know.” 

“Yes you do. Sit, Jeremy. This might take awhile.” 

Jeremy sat. 

“| wanted to tell you ages ago. | know | should have. But 
then, James was dead and it seemed to not matter 
anymore.” 

“How could it not matter?” 

“It would only hurt Sonyin.” 

There was something illogical about all of this. It wasn’t 
the way one imagined a man would begin a confession of 
murder. Jeremy said, “DePaul thinks you killed Griffen.” 

Becket was, by turns, surprised, puzzled, and then 
amused. “You’re kidding.” 

“He said you threatened him when he wanted to expose 
you.” 

Becket rubbed the blue-black stubble that coated his chin, 
thinking about this. “He wanted to make James’s business 
public. Obviously, for Sonyin’s sake, | hoped he wouldn’t.” 

“And for your sake.” 

An expression of chagrin. “Yes. | suppose I’m guilty of 
obstruction. | was in the habit of protecting James. Even 
after his death, | suppose, the habit wouldn’t die.” 

As Jeremy had the same instinctive response to threats 
against Becket, he couldn’t criticize this. “I understand,” he 
said. 

“I’m glad,” said Becket. “It’s been confusing for me, 
Jeremy. |... the night James was killed, he asked me to come 
up there. Maybe if | had he’d still be alive.” 


Jeremy grimly steeled himself against the feelings 
creeping into him. Leslie had warned him time and again 
against Becket’s charm and he hadn't listened. And now 
look at the mess they were in. “So what happened, Becket. 
And | want the truth this time.” 


Becket’s tired smile. “The truth? God only knows. | don’t. 
What | do know is that James and Sylvie had a short-lived 
affair. During contract negotiations on the book, when it 
seemed the studio was going to pull out, she played her 
card, threatening to tell his wife. It was a little touch and go 
there for a while. That woman was greedy. But, of course, 
Griffen charmed her out of it. Griffen could charm the skin 
off a snake, as they used to say.” 


“Who do you think killed her, then?” 


Becket shook his head. “Sylvie Black thought she’d 
become a player. Who knows whom else she had on those 
tapes of hers.” 


“The session tapes? The ones the police are looking for?” 


Becket sipped at his drink, meditatively. “I should tell you 
everything, Jeremy. So you'll be ready for any questions 
you're asked.” 


Jeremy felt his chest tightening, as if preparing for a blow. 
“What?” 


“The day after Sylvie’s death, | had an anonymous 
delivery. On my chair in the office, a manila envelope with 
two tapes from Sylvie Black’s sessions at the party. She’d 
left the camera rolling during her... session... with Robert 
DePaul. It seemed she did it deliberately. She also taped an 
argument with James about it afterwards.” 


“Do you know who left it?” 


“I| considered it might have been you, briefly,” said 
Becket. “Of course now | know better.” 


His face held a question. Jeremy couldn’t be offended, 
really, as he’d just accused Becket of murder. “No, it wasn’t 
me. The police told me there were three tapes missing.” 


“Were there? | don’t recall my interviews with them very 
clearly.” Becket set down his drink. “There’s more, Jeremy. | 
called James immediately, of course. At first, he was only 
fearful for DePaul. Robert is so unstable, Jeremy, you have 
no idea...” He covered his eyes with the tips of his fingers. 


“What else,” asked Jeremy, softly. 


Becket took a deep breath. “And then James thought he’d 
use the murder to create a little publicity. | cooperated.” 


Jeremy nodded. “That’s awful.” 
“Yes. Well. James could be awful.” 


“What was it about him?” asked Jeremy. “Why were you 
willing to do so much for him?” 


“| don’t know,” said Becket. “One just couldn’t say no.” He 
covered his mouth then, his gaze desperately scanning the 
dark spaces of the patio. Or maybe he was scanning his own 
dark spaces. After a while he said, “DePaul was the last 
straw. | wish | could say | was morally outraged, but | think | 
was just afraid I’d been replaced.” Becket shook his head. 
“You have to believe me, Jeremy, | had no idea James could 
be that cruel.” 


Jeremy was very glad he hadn’t watched the tapes. Becket 
had his hand over his eyes again, his lips compressed 
against something inexpressible. His mouth curved in a 
humorless smile. “I actually considered whether or not 
DePaul might have killed James. James pushed us both to 
places... It’s all been such an insane journey...| didn’t handle 
Robert well when he called this evening. | was... childish, | 
suppose. But, | don’t think he realizes what those recordings 
could do to his career if they were made known.” 


“How bad could it be?” 


“DePaul’s publicist and agent do not market him as the 
poster child for kinky sex. He doesn’t play those kind of 
roles. He might survive it in the long run, but after the 
scandal when he tried to stab that man, it might just be the 
nail in the coffin. | tried to warn him. Once digital media is 
out there, it’s forever. | was probably more frightening than | 
should have been.” 


This had been more or less what DePaul had told Jeremy. 


“And, selfishly, | knew it would be the last straw on this 
production.” Becket bowed his head. “Maybe there is a 
curse on this movie. Poor James...” 


Jeremy let Becket gain control of himself again before he 
asked, “So who killed James Griffen?” 


“Don’t you think I’ve been agonizing over that for days?” 
Becket shook his head. “James pushed people beyond their 
limits. Obviously, this time, he went too far. He was bound 
to, eventually. Even Tom tried to warn him, but James 
thought he knew better.” 


“So Tom knew about it?” 


“Well, of course. Moore owns half James’s concerns. They 
were business partners. When Sylvie first threatened to go 
public, Tom tried to buy her off. Unfortunately, the woman 
wasn’t in need of money. She wanted to see her name up in 
lights.” 


“I’ve got a confession too, | guess,” said Jeremy. “I... Saw 
the tapes. The ones you were capturing to your hard drive? 
God, Becket, I’m sorry all | was trying to do was cover ass. | 
... burned them.” 

Becket always seemed to expect the unexpected. But 
Jeremy had definitely surprised him. “How...thorough of you. 
Did you watch them?” 

“Some.” Jeremy could feel his ears growing warm. “And 
there’s something else. | called Tom before | came over 


here. He is probably setting up your legal counsel and, um, 
psychiatric review.” 


Becket actually smiled. “Were you staging an intervention, 
Jeremy?” 

“More a preemptive strike. We're trying to protect you.” 
Jeremy couldn’t meet Becket’s gaze. “We were going to 
convince you to go to the police.” When he dared look at 
Becket again, the man was sitting with hands folded and 
head bowed, gazing at his own feet. 


“Maybe it’s time | did.” 
Jeremy heard the sliding door opening behind him again. 


“Darling, I’m afraid it’s getting cold. Don’t you want to 
come inside?” said Nancy. 


“Im fine, thank you, Nancy.” Becket lifted his head and 
gazed over Jeremy’s shoulder at Nancy for a full minute, and 
then Jeremy heard the sliding doors close again. Becket’s 
gaze came back to Jeremy and then sank to his own feet, 
the dark brows scowling. “I can’t be alone. | know that 
sounds weak, but...” 

“It’s okay,” said Jeremy. “It’s okay, Becket. | understand.” 

“I’ve missed you,” spoken still to his feet. “And even 
though you haven't asked, Nancy and I haven't...” 

“| understand.” Jeremy didn’t want to know. “And I’m sorry. 
I’ve never had trouble with jealousy before.” 

“I'd forgotten what it felt like, myself,” said Becket. “l 
wanted to kill DePaul this evening.” He looked up at Jeremy 
and his eyes were shining, and something unfurled and 
filled Jeremy’s chest so that he could barely breathe. And 
then Jeremy was standing and pulling Becket toward him. 

The sound of the sliding glass door interrupted their kiss. 

“Should | leave the pool lights on?” Nancy’s voice, light 
and cool. 


“My car’s at the lot,” Becket told Jeremy. “Will you drive 
me home?” 

“Yes.” 

Nancy barely managed an air kiss at the door. “Drive 
carefully, dear,” she smiled at Jeremy, with little pointy 
teeth. “Take care of our Becket.” 

Our Becket. 

“I will,” said Jeremy. 
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Becket’s hand rested in the small of Jeremy’s back as they 
ascended the steps to Becket’s house. The rasp of a car’s 
tires on asphalt made them turn. It wasn’t until Jeremy 
recognized Bill Turner climbing out that he put two and two 
and his well-meaning friend, Leslie, together, and realized 
what was about to happen. 


“I’m sorry,” he said. 

Becket said, “What?” 

“Mr. Russell?” said Bill Turner, showing his badge. The 
female detective and two uniformed officers stood behind 
him. 

What followed was like a cliché movie script. 

“What is this about?” asked Becket. 

“Becket Russell, you are under arrest for the murders of 
James Griffen, Sylvie Black and Angela Dyste.” A uniformed 
officer stepped up to Becket, who stared at Bill and Kate in 
turn. 

“That’s ridiculous. | have an alibi,” he said. 

“We understand your alibi may have been mistaken.” 

Becket looked at Jeremy and then away. “Oh, | see,’ 
all he said. 

It wasn’t until Detective Turner had fastened the handcuffs 
on Becket’s wrists that Becket turned to look at Jeremy 


A 


was 


again. His was the face of a man who believes anyone 
capable of any betrayal. Jeremy felt like Judas, Benedict 
Arnold and a greedy Hollywood player all rolled into one. 


“I'll call Tom,” Jeremy called, as the uniformed policeman 
placed his hand on top of Becket’s head and urged him to 
sit in the back seat of the police car. 


Turner turned toward Jeremy. “Mr. Reilly? We need to talk.” 
“Am | under arrest?” asked Jeremy. 


“Not yet. | understand you might want to revise your 
statement?” 


“What? No—” 


“We've heard differently. Don’t you think you should 
explain Becket Russell’s alibi to us one more time?” 


Jeremy glanced at the police cruiser where Becket sat. “l 
guess | should.” 


“| expect we'll see you at the station, then,” said Bill. 
“| expect you will.” 


Chapter Twenty-eight 


As he drove, Jeremy called Tom and told him what had 
happened. The normally calm, urbane man screamed into 
the phone. “I thought | asked you to wait to call the police.” 


“I did, Tom. I’m not sure why they showed up. Becket 
agreed with us, though. About talking to the police?” 


“What do you mean, he agreed with us?” 
“He said he thinks it’s time he set the record straight.” 
“I have to make calls,” said Tom, and disconnected. 


At the next red light, Jeremy pressed a digit on his cell 
phone. “Oh. Hi, Jeremy,” Leslie chirped brightly, and Jeremy 
knew Leslie had been expecting his call. Probably sitting by 
the cell phone, biting his nails over it. 


“Start explaining, Leslie.” 

“I| was worried about you,” said Leslie, all in a rush, “and 
before you say a word, remember that you’re the one who's 
been deciding what is best for another human being twenty- 
four-seven for over a week.” 

“Oh, | see. You're just following the pattern of 
dysfunction.” 

“Something like that,” said Leslie. 

Jeremy slowed as he entered the neighborhood streets 
that surrounded the police station. “I guess it’s just as well. 
Becket and Tom will sort all this out, and then we can move 
on.” 

“Ah, yes, about Becket. | need to talk to you about him.” 

“There’s more?” asked Jeremy. 

“The press might have information about him.” 


Jeremy felt an angry twinge in the pit of his stomach. 
“What sort of information?” 

“Uh, about how he and Griffen were lovers and, um, 
maybe about Sylvie Black having an affair with Griffen.” 

“What?” 

“And then, well | might have implied that Robert DePaul is 
gay.” 

“You outed Robert DePaul?” 

“I tried to stop it, Jeremy.” 

“What the helr” 

“I’m sorry, Jeremy. | should have told you but Derek Stuart 
really isn’t the cheeseball he seems on television and...” 

“You told a reporter?” Jeremy’s mouth opened to protest 
further but nothing came out of it. 

“I’m sorry.” 

“You're sorry? Leslie, you’ve ruined everything!” 

“Jeremy, I’m so...” 

Jeremy pressed the disconnect button and tossed his 
phone onto the seat beside him. 
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When Jeremy pulled into the North Hollywood police 
station, Becket was just getting out of the black and white. 


The evidence of Leslie’s betrayal was all over the 
sidewalks and crowding the driveway where the officers’ 
cars were parked: cameras and microphones and reporters 
shouting questions. 


Becket looked ethereal and frail amidst the bedlam, lights 
flashing around him as at a disco. Jeremy could see 
Detective Turner approaching Becket, and then something 
totally bizarre happened. 


Jeremy would remember the moment, like a freeze-frame 
at the end of an act. The lights strobing off the two 


policemen, the cruiser, and Becket, tall and poised as if he 
might suddenly leap into space. 


And then he did, weirdly, jumping backward and 
crumpling into the grass, where he remained, unmoving, his 
leg twisted weirdly under him. Chaos ensued. Some 
screaming, a lot of ducking and running. Men shouting. 
Gradually the words made sense to Jeremy. “He’s been 
shot.” 


Jeremy ran to Becket’s fallen body and was almost there 
when someone grabbed him and threw him to the ground. 
An elbow pressed down on his back, keeping him down. 
“Don’t move,” said Bill Turner’s voice close at his ear. 


Sirens seemed to scream from every corner of the 
universe. Becket still lay unmoving. Jeremy tried to rise 
again to go to him and was held down again. 

“Stay down!” Turner spoke into his cell phone. “You see 
where the shooter was?” 

“No,” Crandall’s voice came through the speaker on 
Turner’s cell phone. “You okay?” 

“Nobody but Russell was hit. | think it came from the south 
behind one of those buildings.” 

Crandall said something back to him that Jeremy didn’t 
catch because he’d noticed that Becket was moving. 

This time Jeremy was able to get up and get to Becket’s 
side as the EMT people tumbled out of their truck and began 
tearing off his pant leg and attaching an IV to his arm. 

Becket was conscious as they put him on the stretcher 
and loaded him into the emergency vehicle. Jeremy held his 
hand and tried to talk to him, but Becket looked dazed — 
and then he closed his eyes. 
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“Do you know any of Mr. Russell’s family we can contact?” 
asked the nurse at the emergency room desk. 


“No.” Jeremy wished he could at least see Becket. Nobody 
seemed to even know where he was, let alone what might 
be happening to him. “Is he alright?” 


“The doctors are taking care of you friend right now, Mr. 
Reilly. Do you know his home address?” 


Jeremy rattled it off. Down the hallway, he spotted the 
familiar figure of Detective Turner. He met him at the 
entrance to the waiting room. “Can | see him?” 


Turner gave him a puzzled look. “You aren’t family, right?” 


“This way, Mr. Reilly,” said the female detective, and she 
took Jeremy’s arm; steering him toward a curtain enclosing 
a gurney at the end of the hallway. A policeman pulled the 
curtain aside for them. 


Becket lay there, conscious and looking no worse than he 
had many times after pulling a twenty-four hour shift. His 
Skin was whiter than usual, eyes like bruises beneath those 
black lashes, darkness at the corners of his mouth. His 
hands were crossed on his stomach and Jeremy was struck 
again by the muscles in his forearms, the dark hair on his 
knuckles. That fragility and undeniable masculinity working 
together in a manner that had a visceral and irresistible 
effect on Jeremy’s libido. 


Two intravenous bags were attached to Becket’s arms. 
One pumping clear fluid, the other pumping blood. It gave 
Jeremy a queasy feeling. He’d seen his father hooked up to 
just such apparatus too many times. 


An ER doctor cruised through, grabbing the clipboard, 
fingers flying over buttons on a monitor, talking as he 
moved,. “Well, Mr. Russell, you’re very lucky the bullet 
passed through the meaty part of your calf and didn’t chip a 
bone or pierce a major artery.” He peered at the bag that 
was dripping into Becket’s arm. “We'll send you home with a 
prescription for antibiotics, and | expect to see you back 
here in the next week.” 


“Will he need to stay overnight?” asked Jeremy. 


The doctor notated things on his clipboard. “We’d like him 
to stay a few hours for observation. Oh, dear, look at your 
blood pressure, Mr. Russell. Well, that could be due to the 
pain. Hmm. Another hour, and then we'll see, shall we?” He 
hung the clipboard onto the side rail of Becket’s gurney and 
moved on to the next cubicle. 


Becket was looking at Jeremy exactly as he would when 
Jeremy wanted something and Becket was pretending he 
didn’t know what it was. With an expression of impatience 
and irritation, he said, “It was nice of the studio to send 
someone, but it wasn’t necessary.” 


Jeremy looked over the pumps and tubes. And just 
because he needed to — just because, ever since he’d seen 
Becket crumple out there in the dark, he’d needed to — he 
put his hand on Becket’s arm. 

He could feel Becket shaking. 

“Who do we call when things like this happen?” Jeremy 
asked him. “You’ve never told me.” 

“There isn’t anybody,” said Becket. “My father died last 
year.” 

The father who had had the stroke and Becket hadn’t 
gone home to see him? 

“I’m sorry,” said Jeremy. 

Becket looked annoyed. “They say | have to stay here for 
observation. | can’t. They don’t seem to get that.” 

“You’ve lost blood,” said Jeremy. “That’s what’s dripping 
into your arm right now. Maybe we can get them to put it on 
a dolly and you can wheel it around with you.” 

Becket gave him a sour look. “Funny, Jeremy. How could | 
have lost blood? | fell down for Chrissake.” 

“You were shot,” said Jeremy. “Don’t you remember?” 


Becket’s eyes narrowed. Annoyed, bewildered, suspicious. 
“That’s ridiculous.”. 


It was so Becket. And even lying flat under fluorescent 
lights, those bruised circles under his eyes, the big gauze 
bandage encasing his calf, he was intimidating. Or, he 
would have been if Jeremy hadn’t known him so well. 

“Tom should be here soon,” said Jeremy, quelling the 
impulse to touch Becket again. “He’ll deal with the police.” 

“Good. | have to get out of here and go back to work.” 

“Somebody tried to shoot you!” 

“No, they didn’t,” snapped Becket. “It must have been an 
accident. Some idiot doing target practice in his backyard or 
some overly zealous policeman.” This last was directed at 
Detective Turner, who had just stepped through the curtain. 

“You weren’t shot by a policeman, Mr. Russell,” he said. 

“So say you.” Becket had that expression that cowed 
studio personnel, but that Jeremy could see through clearly. 
Becket was tired and worried and a little scared. It was that 
paper-thin fragility that both charmed and worried Jeremy. 
As if Becket were capable of magic and yet one shock short 
of tearing apart. 

“I have some questions,” said Turner. 

“Mr. Russell is in no condition for questions,” said Jeremy. 
“His attorney should be here any minute.” 

“Mr. Russell is under arrest,” said Turner. “We haven't 
decided yet if you are as well.” 

Detective Crandall came into the room. “Oh, there you 
are,” she said to Turner. 

“Mr. Russell has a solid alibi for two of those murders,” 
said Jeremy. 

“We had an anonymous tip about that—” 

“| signed a statement. | stand by that.” Jeremy folded his 
arms and glared at Bill. “Somebody shot him tonight. What 


are you doing about that?” 


“Well, there’s another interesting question. Who might 
want to shoot your boyfriend?” asked Bill. 


“Whoever killed Mr. Griffen,” said Jeremy. 

Crandall looked at him. “Why?” 

“To keep him quiet,” said Jeremy. 

Becket’s eyes on him, dark and hostile. “Nonsense.” 
“Quiet about what?” asked Kate, sweetly. 

“About Sylvie Black’s murder...” 

“Jeremy, shut up,” said Becket. 


“And what do you know about Sylvie Black’s murder that 
someone might be willing to kill to suppress, Mr. Russell?” 
Kate said to Becket. 


Becket glared at Jeremy. “I want my lawyer.” 


On cue, the curtains moved and Tom Moore’s head poked 
in. “Becket, thank God you're safe.” He looked around the 
room. “Mr. Russell has nothing to state at this time.” 


Kate leveled a look on Turner and said to her partner, “Mr. 
Moore pulled some big strings and arranged for Mr. Russell 
to wait at his home for his arraignment day after tomorrow.” 


“You're kidding,” said Turner. 


Moore said, “They'll have a unit drive you home, Becket, 
as soon as the hospital releases you.” He glared at the 
detectives. “I need to speak to my client privately.” 


“I'll be waiting in the lobby,” said Jeremy, and preceded 
the detectives out of the ER. He collapsed in a chair in the 
waiting room, four feet from a small television that was 
tuned to CNN. 

Detective Turner wasn’t through with him, though. He sat 
down in the chair next to his. “Mr. Reilly, making a false 
statement to the police is serious.” 


“I didn’t,” said Jeremy. “Whoever told you that is 
confused.” 


Whatever Turner had been about to say was interrupted 
by the chimes of a CNN special broadcast and Stuart’s 
smiling face dominated the television screen. 


“And breaking news in the ‘Psychic to the Stars’ murder 
case. The LAPD has brought Becket Russell in for 
questioning. Mr. Russell, whose clandestine romance with 
the late legendary film director, James Griffen, has been 
linked to the murders...” 


Jeremy Reilly sat up straight. The freckles on his face 
stood out starkly on his suddenly dead-white cheeks. “I’m 
going to kill him,” he said. 

“Kill whom?” asked Turner. 


Jeremy glared at him. “I hope Becket’s lawyer sues those 
people for libel.” 


“But it’s true, isn’t it?” 
Jeremy sat back, hand covering firmly closed lips. 
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Bill could see that his patented silent glare was not 


intimidating Russell’s assistant. So, he dug out his cell 
phone and moved out of earshot to make a call. 


“Well, l'II be,” drawled Stuart. “How are you, Turner?” 

“Where are you getting your information?” snapped Bill. 

“You know | can’t tell you that.” 

“You will if you are subpoenaed.” 

“Undoubtedly. Is that likely to happen tonight?” 

“What do you know about Becket Russell?” 

“Ah, | had heard he was brought in for questioning,” said 
Stuart. He didn’t volunteer anything else. 

Bill walked through the pneumatic doors. Just outside the 
hospital proper, he lit his cigarette and let the smoke trail 


from his nostrils for a minute before he said, “I’ve been told 
| need to heal our communication problem, Stuart. This is 
me trying to do that.” 

“I appreciate that.” 


Another delighted silence on Stuart’s part. Bill smoked and 
scanned the driveway in front of the hospital and said, 
“What do you want?” 

“I’ve been working on a documentary about hate crimes in 
Los Angeles County,” said Stuart. “I’d like to shoot an 
interview with you regarding the LAPD’s policies.” 

“Anybody on the force could do that.” 

“Yes, but | want you.” 

“Why, Stuart?” 

“Personal vindication,” Stuart said. 

“You need to be right that badly?” 

“I do.” 


Bill dropped his cigarette, ground it out with the toe of his 
shoe and thought for a long time before he said, “Fine. l'Il 
see what | can do.” 


“And I'll talk to my source about speaking to the LAPD.” 


“Great.” Bill disconnected his phone with both thumbs and 
shoved it into his pocket. He smoked another cigarette, 
thinking. 

It didn’t take long for Kate to find him there. “Have you 
spoken to Smith?” she asked, standing upwind of him, 
hands deep in the pockets of her coat. 


Bill shook his head. 


“He’s a little busy explaining to the citizens of North 
Hollywood how someone can be shot in the parking lot of 
the police station and the shooter not be in custody,” said 
Kate. “I soothed him with ballistics reports and fairy tales 
about your secret informant.” 


Bill pretended not to notice her tone. 


“It would be nice to know this informant’s name,” said 
Kate. 


Bill plucked a stray bit of tobacco off the cuff of his jacket. 
“Russell didn’t do it.” 


“What?” 
“You were right about the DNA traces.” 
“You suddenly believe that?” 


“Not suddenly,” said Bill. He pulled out his cell phone. 
“Excuse me.” He turned away, obviously unwilling to share 
his call with her, so Kate went back into the waiting room 
where she sat down across from an exhausted looking 
Jeremy Reilly. 

He cast her a weary look. “Now what?” 


“You said the same person would want to kill your 
boyfriend who also killed James Griffen,” she said. 


“He’s not my boyfriend,” said Jeremy. 


Kate ignored this. “Who would want to kill James Griffen? 
Most of the people | interviewed after Ms. Black’s death only 
wanted to work for him.” 


“Well, of course. One Griffen movie could launch your 
whole career,” said Jeremy. “Even a small part would 
legitimize an otherwise pathetic résumé.” 


“And yet someone thought he was better off dead.” 
“Yes.” Jeremy rubbed his eyelids with his fingertips. 
“Who do you imagine would think that?” 


Jeremy shrugged. “It had to be personal. Becket said...” he 
stopped. 


Kate waited. 


“You're very good at this,” said Jeremy. “I almost forgot 
who you were.” 


“I just want to catch whoever killed these people,” said 
Kate. “Don’t you?” 


Jeremy studied her for a long moment. He’d learned to 
recognize competence in people. Kate exuded extreme 
competence. “Becket said James must have finally pushed 
someone too far.” 


“And who has he pushed too far?” 
Everyone he could. 


“Becket didn’t do it,” said Jeremy. “And he doesn’t know 
who did. Please, can’t | take him home?” 


Detective Crandall’s eyes were a soft brown. It was an 
unaccountably comforting color for a policeman’s eyes, 
thought Jeremy. “It shouldn’t be long, now that his lawyer is 
here.” 


Jeremy looked towards the doorway, beyond which Becket 
lay behind curtains. “Good.” 


“That lawyer does seem to be quite the Johnny on the 
spot,” observed Crandall. 


Jeremy looked at her. “I called him.” 

“Of course.” 

“Wouldn’t you have?” 

Kate smiled. It was a little too wise, that smile. “Perhaps. 
Perhaps | would have let the police handle it. If | thought my 
boyfriend had lied to me. Used me.” 

“He didn’t use me.” 

“I see. You are prepared to swear in court, under penalty 
of perjury, that Becket Russell was by your side every 
minute of the night James Griffen was killed.” 

“Lam.” 

“That’s not what we've been told. Mr. Reilly, do you know 
what the penalty for perjury is in a murder trial?” 


Jeremy turned his head away and said. “Becket didn’t do 

it.” 
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Jeremy knew that the LAPD officer in the black and white 
cruiser at the bottom of Becket’s stairs was part of the deal 
Tom had made, but he wished he’d turn off his lights instead 
of getting out and watching as Jeremy guided Becket up the 
stairs to the house. 

They got into the house and Becket shuffled down to his 
room himself. He sat down on the bed and then just tipped 
over onto the pillow. “My head is killing me,” he said. 

“The hospital gave me some Tylenol 3,” said Jeremy. 

“God. Kiddy aspirin. There must be something in the 
medicine cabinet.” 

Jeremy went to his secret hiding place and came back with 
a bottle of pills. “I found some expired Vicodin,” he reported. 

“How many are left?” 

“Two.” 

“Not enough,” said Becket. “With my tolerance it would 
take at least fifty to kill me.” 

“Is that supposed to be funny?” Jeremy poured out two 
Vicodin and handed them to Becket who tossed them back, 
dry swallowing. 

“And some bourbon,” said Becket. 

“No.” 

“Christ. Then, just leave me alone.” Becket turned his face 
into the pillow. “Turn out the lights when you leave.” 

“Sure, boss.” Jeremy shut the door very gently behind 
himself. 

Padding in his stocking feet down the hallway, Jeremy 
made his way to the kitchen. He checked every door and 


window to see that it was locked, then sat in the darkened 
kitchen, looking out over Becket’s pool and pondering. 

When DePaul called, Jeremy had just prepared himself a 
mug of hot cocoa. “Yes, Robert.” 

“I heard on the lot. Oh, my God, Jeremy, are you all right?” 

Jeremy sipped his cocoa. “Of course. Becket’s the one 
that’s going through all this.” 

A silence. Then, “Are you with him now?” 

It was weird. Even though Jeremy and Becket were, 
essentially, estranged, and even though the man that slept 
in the other room seemed to really wish Jeremy gone, 
Jeremy felt that his interlude with DePaul had been 
cheating. 

“He needs me.” 

“No, he doesn’t.” Becket stood, or rather leaned, in the 
doorway, in his boxers and a sagging ancient terry robe. 

“I have to go,” said Jeremy, and slid his phone shut. 

“| told you to leave,” said Becket, limping across the floor 
and collapsing into a kitchen chair. 

“You told me to turn the lights off when | left,” said Jeremy. 
“Which I shall.” 

Becket laid his head on the glass tabletop. “Goddamn it.” 

Jeremy was surprised by the wave of hopeless longing 
that made him want to reach out and smooth Becket’s hair. 

Becket lay there, silent. The only reason Jeremy knew he 
was still awake was because he could see his eyelashes 
moving when he blinked. “Why are you here?” Becket asked 
him. 

Jeremy opened his mouth to answer and discovered his 
throat was closed. He shook his head instead and drummed 
his fingers softly on the table. 


With a grunt, Becket pushed himself to sitting. “Well, since 
you're here, you could make yourself useful.” 


“What do you need,” said Jeremy promptly. 

Becket gave him a wry look. “Couple shots of bourbon.” 
“Besides that.” 

“Water, then. Juice, maybe.” 


Jeremy hopped up and opened the refrigerator, which 
proved to be full of designer water, leftover sushi plates, 
and vodka. He grabbed one of the less flashy water bottles 
and plunked it on the table in front of Becket. 


“When did you last eat?” 
“You are not my mother,” said Becket. 


“Thank God,” said Jeremy. “You were probably a miserable 
child.” He opened drawers randomly until he found what 
he’d expected, a collection of takeout menus. Becket 
watched him select one, dial the number and order 
something for them both. Jeremy slid the phone closed and 
sat back down at the table. 


“I’m not hungry,” said Becket. “And I really...” 
“Shut up,” said Jeremy. 


The sun was rising and the light sensors outside began to 
click off around Becket’s pool. 


“Permission to speak?” said Becket. 
Jeremy just looked at him. 


“Detective Turner said something interesting about my 
alibi,” said Becket. “He implied that I’d coerced you to lie.” 


“| never said that to him.” 


“| never asked you to do anything. | never promised you 
anything. I’m sorry if you misunderstood, but...” 


“| didn’t misunderstand,” said Jeremy. 


“What do you want, Jeremy?” snapped Becket. “Why do 
you keep coming back?” 


Jeremy knew that the words that popped into his head 
would not be welcome. “I read your book,” he said, instead. 
He saw Becket stiffen, but kept talking. “I won’t insult you 
by telling you how great it was, or how talented you are. But 
when you said there’s no such thing as genius, you were 
wrong. There really is such a thing. You shouldn’t be 
following around the likes of James Griffen the rest of your 
life.” 


“How dare you judge him?” 
“DePaul told me everything, Becket.” 


Becket sneered. “Well, then, you know the truth. | know 
that’s important to you.” He staggered to his feet. “I’m 
going to try to sleep.” 

2K XK xX 


Half an hour later, when he peered through the peephole 
in the front door, Jeremy realized that he’d been expecting 
this. He opened the door and told the policeman who'd 
accompanied the visitor to the door, “This is Robert DePaul. 
He’s a friend.” 
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“I’m sorry, Jeremy.” DePaul was all suave charm and 
apologetic smiles. He’d brought bagels and muffins and 
fresh squeezed orange juice, and Jeremy led him to the 
kitchen to stash these away. “The lot is a graveyard and 
Jenny has forbidden me to go anywhere and l'm so bored | 
could die...oh, hello, Mr. Russell.” 

Becket leaned in the kitchen doorway in that same ratty 
robe, looking gray and bedraggled and very angry. “What is 
going on here?” 

“| brought breakfast,” said DePaul, brightly. Jeremy closed 
the refrigerator door softly and met Becket’s look with a lift 
of his chin. 


| don’t owe you an explanation. 


Becket seemed to hear this psychic declaration and 
pushed away from the door, limping down the hallway 
toward, it turned out, his office. 


“Hello, Tom.” Jeremy heard him on his phone as he 
followed him into the room. “Yes, they did. | Know what you 
have told me, but I’m calling to tell you that in light of 
recent events, I’m rethinking ‘our’ plan. Yes, well, you aren’t 
being arraigned for murder tomorrow, are you? | don’t care. 
Excuse me, Tom, perhaps our connection is bad. | said, l. 
Don’t. Care.” This last declaration was a bit loud and Becket 
hung up, and tossed the phone onto his chair. 

The phone immediately rang. Becket merely pushed his 
hands into the pockets of his robe and glared at it, so 
Jeremy picked it up. “Hello, Tom, this is Jeremy. Yes, I’m 
standing right here. No, we haven’t discussed it, but 
whatever Becket wants is what I’m going to do.” He hung up 
and tossed the phone onto the chair again. 

“Thank you,” said Becket, dryly. 

DePaul peeked over Jeremy’s shoulder. “Is everything 
okay?” 

Becket’s face barely acquired a polite expression. “Yes, 
thank you, Robert. And thank you for hand delivering 
breakfast. It was very thoughtful.” 

“I did it for Jeremy,” said DePaul. 

Becket’s gaze rested on DePaul with unmasked hostility. 
Then he turned away. “I Suspect hanging up on Tom was a 
stupid move. | may be without legal representation now.” 

Jeremy pressed a button on his Bluetooth. 

“Jeremy!” cried Leslie. “Thank God. | was afraid you’d 
never speak to me again.” 

Jeremy said, flatly. “I need a favor.” 

“1...1...” Leslie was silent and then said only, “What do you 


“Get your big deal boyfriend on the horn and find out what 
it will take to get Becket a good lawyer.” 


Another silence. “He’s right here,” Leslie admitted. 


Jeremy’s jaw clenched. “Becket might be willing to 
exchange information for representation. Call me back with 
a name.” 


“Jeremy, l... 


Jeremy disconnected. “DePaul, does your lawyer do 
criminal cases?” 


“DePaul’s lawyer might feel a conflict of interest, since 
Robert is suing me,” said Becket. 


“He is?” 

“Tom told me at the hospital,” said Becket. “Just the 
cherry on top, as they say.” 

“All | wanted were those fucking tapes, Becket.” 


“| don’t know, Robert. | may need them for leverage with 
the Entertainment Today reporter.” 


“You wouldn’t dare!” 

“I may have to.” 

And then a very odd thing happened. 

Robert DePaul reached into the pocket of his jacket and 
brought out a small silver pistol. “Jeremy, move out of the 
way,” he said. 

Jeremy froze. Becket turned his head, saw the gun, looked 
amused. “Oh, for God’s sake, Robert. Put that away.” 

“No.” DePaul raised the gun and aimed it at Becket. 
“Jeremy,” he snapped his fingers just as Jeremy was about 
to press a button on his phone. “Hand me the Bluetooth.” 

“DePaul what are you doing?” asked Jeremy. 

“Do it or l'Il shoot him.” 

Jeremy peeled the thing off his ear and handed it to 
DePaul, who tossed it to the floor and stomped on it. “Now 
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your phone.” 


Jeremy handed it to him and watched in dismay as DePaul 
pushed open the back with his thumb and popped the 
battery out onto the floor. He tossed the phone into a chair. 
“Where’s your phone, Becket?” 


“On the chair there,” said Becket. 


DePaul picked up Becket’s phone and performed the same 
evisceration on it as he had on Jeremy’s. “Turn around,” he 
said to Becket. “Sit down and keep your hands where | can 
see them.” 


“I told you | destroyed those tapes,” Jeremy told DePaul. 

“The internet is forever. Isn’t it Becket?” 

“As it happens, Robert is correct, Jeremy. | have an 
external disc with the material on it,” said Becket. “If he 
shoots me he'll never be able to recover it and Tom Moore 
has the location and the password...” 

DePaul waved the pistol. “That’s why I’m going to sit here 
while you delete it for me. Jeremy, don’t even think about 
it,” he snapped, when Jeremy moved sideways. “You pull 
anything l'Il blow his brains out.” 

“| just want to sit down,” said Jeremy. “I feel sick.” 

“I’m watching you,” warned DePaul. He jerked the gun 
again. “Becket, bring up that external disk.” 

Becket did as he was told and began tapping away at the 
keyboard, opening a remote ftp site. DePaul standing over 
him, gaze swinging from Becket to Jeremy and back. 

“Damn,” said Becket. He typed furiously. “The password’s 
been changed.” 

“You fucking liar,” said DePaul, growing agitated. 

“No. See for yourself.” 

Jeremy had eased himself onto the floor in the corner, 
where the largely unused landline still lay, obscured by a 
pile of scripts. He slid his hand slowly, reaching under the 


stack of papers to press what he hoped was the volume 
control button on the phone’s cradle, down as far as it would 
go. Then he pushed the papers aside, as if to move them 
from the spot in which he sat, and bumped the receiver 
from the hook in the process. Happily, he didn’t 
immediately hear a dial tone. Unfortunately, he just wasn’t 
sure that anyone on the other end of the line would be able 
to hear either. 


DePaul’s gaze swiveled toward Jeremy. “Stay where you 


DePaul’s gaze swung back towards Becket. And, feeling 
with one finger, Jeremy found and pressed the ‘redial’ 
button. He was fairly certain Becket never used the phone 
and the last person he had called on it had been Detective 
Turner. He waited a minute and then said loudly, “Just put 
down the gun and let Becket go. And we can all forget that 
this happened, right, Becket?” 

“Right.” Jeremy figured that Becket was not faking the 
password issue. He looked desperate. Already exhausted 
and pale, he listed sideways in the chair and said, “Robert, | 
honestly don’t know what to do. | must have switched it 
when I was drunk.” 

“Well, what password would you have used?” 


“Let me try,” said Jeremy. “I know all of Becket’s 
passwords.” 
“I'll bet you do.” DePaul stepped back so he could hold the 
gun on them both. 
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Endless sweat-drenched minutes later, Jeremy had tried 
all of Becket’s passwords and still not cracked the code. 


Becket looked totally confused. “I don’t know why | would 
have changed it,” he said. 


“Because you’re insane,” said DePaul. He waved the gun 
at Jeremy. “Try ‘oedophile’, maybe that will work.” 


“For God’s sake, Robert. Put the gun down and let us talk 
about this rationally.” 


Jeremy typed in “Nancy” and the file opened. 
“Oh, thank God,” said Becket. 
Grim faced, DePaul nodded. “Now start deleting.” 


Jeremy chose the slowest deletion process. He feared that 
DePaul intended to kill them once the deletion was 
complete. 


“Listen, Robert,” said Jeremy. “With a good lawyer, you 
probably won’t even go to prison. You’re underage and 
these people have been taking advantage of you for years.” 


“Shut up.” 


“When people find out what Griffen was really like, nobody 
will even blame you.” 


“My mother knew,” said DePaul. He’d been holding a gun 
aloft for over fifteen minutes and his hand was starting to 
Shake. “She said, ‘don’t make Mr. Griffen angry, Bobby.’” He 
spoke in a high falsetto that reminded Jeremy of b-movie 
psychotic killers more than anybody’s mother. “You know 
the worst part?” 

“No.” 

“| was Starting to like it.” 

Becket, whom, Jeremy was alarmed to see, was growing 
paler and more fragile by the minute, bent over, shoulders 
slumped. “I am so sorry, Robert.” 

“Shut up.” 

What was odd, was that, despite being extremely 
emotionally distraught, desperate, wild-eyed and most 
possibly insane, Robert DePaul still looked healthy and 
handsome. He didn’t sweat, his clothes were unwrinkled, 


every perfect hair still perfectly in place. Jeremy wondered if 
it were just a special gift, because his own shirt was 
saturated under the arms with fear sweat, his hands were 
grimy and sticky. 

Behind DePaul was the window to the office. Out there, for 
one brief moment, Jeremy thought he saw a man’s head 
peak over Becket’s restraining wall. He wasn’t sure how long 
it had been since he’d pressed the ‘redial’ button on the 
phone. Time seemed horribly distorted. But he hoped that 
was Detective Turner out there. 


“DePaul, Becket just came back from the hospital.” 

“I know that.” 

“He needs to keep hydrated.” 

“So?” 

Jeremy lifted his hands from the keyboard. “So, I’m not 
doing anything else until you let me get him some water.” 


Becket didn’t have to pretend physical duress. The circles 
under his eyes were almost black, his lips dry and red. His 
pale skin glowed with sweat. DePaul looked at him and then 
walked over and jerked Becket to his feet, pressing the 
muzzle of the gun against the back of his head. “Go ahead. 
You try anything and I'll kill him.” 

“| won't try anything.” 

Jeremy preceded DePaul around the corner to the kitchen 
and saw what he thought might be the shadow of a man 
stepping away from the sliding glass, out of site, as he 
walked in and over to the sink “Robert, | still think you have 
a chance of coming out of all this unscathed.” 


“Shut up,” said DePaul, “I thought you were nice, Jeremy. 
But you’re just like Becket.” 

“No, he isn’t,” said Becket. His voice was hoarse. 
“Jeremy’s too good for the film industry.” 


“You've got that right,” said Jeremy. “Becket can barely 
stand, DePaul. Let him sit down.” 


DePaul took direction habitually. He slid Becket into a 
chair. 


“And get me a glass?” 


The minute DePaul stepped away from Becket, crossing 
his metaphorical fingers, Jeremy turned the faucet on as 
high as it would go. It almost covered the squeak of the 
Sliding glass door opening. 


“Put down the gun, Robert,” said Tom Moore’s voice from 
the doorway. 


Well, it wasn’t the police, but it was still the calvary. Moore 
stood there, holding a gun on DePaul. 


When he’d led DePaul into the kitchen, Jeremy hadn’t 
been sure how the next few seconds would play out. He had 
considered, distantly, that he might end up with a bullet in 
him. But he didn’t really expect it to play out as peacefully 
as it did. DePaul’s head jerked, he saw Moore. He dropped 
the gun which clattered as it hit the floor, and he 
immediately raised his hands. “It wasn’t loaded.” 


Becket rested his forehead on his hands. “Jesus.” 


Jeremy snatched the gun up off the floor, just in case. He 
checked it. “He’s right,” he told Moore, who still stood in the 
doorway with his gun trained on DePaul. Moore’s was one of 
those big hefty guns. The kind they would use in a cop 
movie. 


“Good,” said Moore. He didn’t lower the gun. “Sit down, 
Jeremy.” 


Jeremy had already turned to go fetch his phone. 


“Stop, Jeremy” said Moore. And when Jeremy turned 
around, he said, his voice oddly tight. “Sit down.” 


“Jeremy,” said Becket. “I think you’d better sit down.” 


Chapter Twenty-nine 


Bill closed his eyes to the obvious traffic infractions as his 
cab cut through freeway traffic and along surface-street 
back roads. It slid, with bare minutes to spare, to disgorge 
him in front of the Castaways Restaurant. 

Christopher stood in front, looking younger and just a little 
more svelte than usual in a dark blue suit — trying obviously 
not to look like a man stood up. 

“Oh, Bill,” he grinned in relief as Bill ran up. 

“Got a break in the homicide,” said Bill, straightening his 
tie and scanning the surrounding environs. Half cop, half 
nervously closeted man checking his exposure. “The man 
ended up in the ER. I’ve been filling out paperwork all 
night.” 

“You always have the best excuses for tardiness,” said 
Christopher. 

Bill gave him a wise look. “You thought I’d chickened out.” 

“No. You are many things, Bill. But you are not a coward.” 

Bill looked pleased. Then he looked embarrassed and 
testy. It was his usual reaction to compliments and 
Christopher was beginning to think of it as dear. 

“So where’s this thing?” 

“The hall in the back.” Christopher opened the doors for 
him and Bill went in. 
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The thing was simple and short. The men standing there 
all had that expression of self-conscious amusement that Bill 


associated with men forced to dress up in the middle of the 
day. 

The ceremony was just like any wedding he’d ever been 
to. He soon found himself less self-conscious and more 
bored, looking around the hall, checking out the exits and 
windows, glancing sideways at the attendees. 


Ah, thank God, they were done. People clapped, and 
general congratulations and hubbub arose. 

A stifled noise came from his right. 

“Hey. You okay?” Bill put his hand on Christopher’s 
shoulder and dipped his head so he could see into his face. 

Those emotional eyes were bright, and Christopher 
laughed and turned his face away. “Sorry. I’m like an old 
woman at these things.” 

“Its okay,” said Bill. He patted Christopher’s shoulder 
awkwardly. “It’s one of the things | like about you.” 

Christopher’s face showed wonder. “Good to know there’s 
more than the one.” 

Bill scowled a bit then. “Just don’t try to catch the 
bouquet.” 


Christopher laughed. “I think they throw condoms or 
something.” 
“Oh. Well, you can catch some of those...” 
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The reception was less comfortable. Christopher had 
introduced him to a third well-dressed curious man, when he 
had to step outside for a cigarette. 

Another man, similarly dressed, a bit stout in the middle 
and with a corsage that labeled him one of the wedding 
party, waved at Bill from the other side of the sidewalk. 

Bill pretended to be fascinated by a passing bird, but the 
man strolled up to him anyway. “Hey, | love those guys, but | 


can’t believe they did it,” he said. He held out a paw. 
“Name’s Curtis.” 


Bill clasped the man’s hand just long enough to not be 
rude and dropped it. 


“Me and Larry aren’t ever gonna, that’s for sure,” said 
Curtis. “Next thing you know, there’ll be gay divorce 
lawyers.” 


Bill thought this more than likely. He shrugged 
noncommittally. 


“Alimony. Custody battles. Fights over who owns how 
much of the business.” 


“Well, that’s all contractual,” said Bill, despite his resolve 
not to engage in conversation. 


“Not when love’s involved. Love and money. It’s like 
gasoline and fire,” said Curtis. “When my uncle divorced, his 
wife took everything. He owned a big advertising company, 
built it up from nothing and then suddenly, it’s all hers.” 


“Really?” 
“Divorce lawyers are evil, man.” 


“Excuse me a minute.” Bill stepped away and popped 
open his cell phone, privately very annoyed with himself. It 
was the obvious question, any homicide detective would 
have asked it, and, yet, he and Kate had allowed 
themselves to get swept up in the little drama and 
completely missed it. 


“Hello, Gates?” he said when he’d reached the FBI agent. 
“Turner here. Explain negative leveraging again? And this 
time, as if you were speaking to a three year old?” He 
listened for some time, pacing and smoking. “Now, in the 
event of a divorce, if those assets were analyzed...” 

“Not a big deal,” said Gates. “Every pocket has a name, 
every check has a column. Any accountant could figure it 
out.” 


“What if there were checks with no columns?” 


“Production company is still a company. No way that could 
happen. | mean, these guys move the cash around pretty 
fluidly. It'd make a juggler dizzy. But in the end all the little 
rows of numbers add up like any other company.” 

“What if they didn’t?” 

“Using a film production company to embezzle isn’t a new 


trick. | didn’t see any sign that James Griffen was skimming, 
though.” 


“I know you checked Griffen’s accounts, but what about 
other employees of the productions?” 


“It was a matter of efficiency, Turner. You want me to 
analyze the books for all of his production companies, for 
every production accountant on staff, you're talking 
months...” 


“Thanks.” Bill disconnected. He called Kate. “It was the 
divorce all along,” he told her. 


“What? How do you figure...” 


“I'll meet you at the office and we can go over the books 
with Gates,” he said. “It’s got to have been someone close 
to him. My money’s on Becket Russell.” Bill was already in 
front of the banquet hall, hailing another cab, when he 
disconnected. 


Chapter Thirty 


Leslie disconnected his cell phone, frowning. “That’s 
strange,” he said. 


Derek Stuart looked up from his keyboard, hands still 
poised. 


“Jeremy always answers his cell,” said Leslie. “Once, he 
answered in his sleep and we had a whole conversation 
about rabid weasels. He a/ways answers.” 


Stuart resumed typing. “Maybe he’s still angry with you.” 


“If he were angry, he’d pick up just to tell me to fuck off,” 
said Leslie. “He’s stuck in the house with that crazy Becket 
Russell. God Knows what might be going on.” 


Stuart wrote another sentence, then stopped, thoughtfully. 
“Poor Mr. Russell,” he said. 


“You don’t know him like | do, or you wouldn’t say that.” 


“Everyone has the right to tell their side of the story, you 
know.” 


Leslie blinked. “Oh, no, Derek. Don’t even go there.” 

“Everyone thinks he’s guilty,” said Stuart. “Even his 
boyfriend. But has anyone thought to ask Mr. Russell to 
explain?” 

“Derek, Jeremy will kill me dead.” 

Stuart rose, searching his pockets for his keys. “He’ll thank 
you.” 


Chapter Thirty-one 


On the way to the station, Bill tried Tom Moore’s offices. 
He got the answering service. Then he tried Becket Russell. 
The call went to voicemail. Jeremy Reilly’s number also went 
to voicemail. Bill was scrolling through his contact numbers, 
trying to find another studio connection he could ring, when 
his phone signaled an incoming call. He answered but 
before he could speak, he heard a voice say loudly, and as if 
from a distance, 


“Just put down the gun and let Becket go.” 


Bill turned the volume up on his phone as high as it would 
go, but he still couldn’t hear anything else. The callback 
number, though, was the one for Becket Russell’s home. Bill 
leaned forward and gave Becket Russell’s address to the 
driver. “And step on it,” he said. Then he called Kate again. 

“Don’t do anything until | get there,” she said. “I'll call 
SWAT.” 

But when he arrived at Russell’s house, everything 
seemed quiet. A black and white sat in the driveway, 
manned by one uniformed officer. 

“We've called SWAT,” said Bill. “Keep them out of sight 
when they arrive, would you?” 

“Why? What’s happened?” asked the officer who had been 
set to keep an eye on Russell. “They've only had one visitor. 
Robert DePaul, believe it or not. Gave me an autograph.” 
And at Bill’s look. “For my little girl. Christ, lieutenant.” 

“Did you search him?” 

“Robert DePaul?” The officer said, incredulous. Color rose 
in his cheeks. “N-no, sir, 1...” 


“Stay here,” Bill commanded him. “Maybe they’re only 
rehearsing for a movie up there and we'll all end up looking 
like a bunch of jack-asses.” 


He jogged up the steps, and wrapped sharply at the door. 
There was no answer. After knocking again and waiting just 
long enough to get thoroughly aggravated, he stepped back 
from the front step and looked up and down the property. 


The house was built on a hill so steep that the front door 
seemed the only entry point. The hill on one side rose 
almost vertically and was bounded by a tall fence. Bill 
walked to the other side and found that he could see into 
the back of the house if he sidled around the edge picking 
his way along an ill-kept narrow strip of mud, a fifty foot 
drop yawning below him. He paused by a window and 
peered in. Saw no one. From his position, he could no longer 
see the police car in the driveway, either. He did, however, 
think he heard voices and worked his way very slowly 
around a thick hundred-year-old palm trunk, to balance 
precariously on an overturned ceramic urn and peek over 
the fence that enclosed the back patio and pool. 


Technically, the barrel of a forty-five millimeter gun is 
exactly forty-five millimeters plus the density of the barrel 
metal itself and some odd micro millimeter needed to 
accommodate the passage of the bullet. But six inches from 
your face, it looks about two feet wide. 


He heard the clatchety noise of the gate’s lock being 
opened and Tom Moore's voice said, “Okay, detective. Just 
put your hands on your head and step inside.” 


That two-foot-wide gun barrel didn’t waver as Bill did as 
he was told. 


“This is a big mistake, Moore.” 
“Shut up. l'Il blow your fucking head off if you don’t.” 


“There’s a cop parked in the driveway,” said Bill. “And a 
sheer drop on either side. You can’t get away with it.” 


“Yes, | thought of that.” 


From the corner of one eye, Bill saw Becket Russell, Robert 
DePaul and Jeremy Reilly. Russell and Reilly were tied to teak 
deck chairs. Reilly had a rag stuffed in his mouth and 
seemed to be fighting his bindings, the chair squeaking as 
he did so. Russell looked drained and ill and slumped where 
he sat. 


“But they'll arrive in time to save me,” said Moore. “After 
Becket Russell shoots you and his lover, l'Il manage to get 
your gun and defend myself and Robert DePaul just before 
the police are able to break into the house and rescue us.” 


“That’s ridiculous.” 


“No. | made sure Russell’s DNA would be found at the 
scene of the murders. And the digital copies of the 
incriminating tapes will be found on his computer hard 
drive. And, of course, Robert will corroborate my story.” 


The Reilly kid appeared to have quite a bit to say about 
this, but the rag muffled him. 


“Tom...” said Russell, weakly. 


“Shut up, idiot,” said Tom Moore, fiercely. “You never did 
understand. James had us leveraged all to hell and back. He 
couldn’t even pay my salary. | only borrowed and then that 
fucking movie tanked.” 


“Secrets and Lies will make it all back,” said Russell, 
tiredly. “What was the point—” 


“Not if Sylvie told Sonyin about her affair with James. Her 
family would have shut the whole production down and run 
the books before we could recoup. What was | supposed to 
do?” 

“James would have stood by you,” Russell’s voice was 
hoarse. “Whatever happened.” 


Bill watched the barrel of that gun, hoping that Russell 
would distract Moore enough to drop his guard, but the gun 


never waivered. 


“See that was always your problem, Becket,” sneered 
Moore. “You gave that narcissistic bastard more credit than 
he deserved.” 


“He figured it out?” asked Russell. “Is that why you killed 
him?” 

“| did him a favor getting rid of that greedy bitch and 
then he threatened me.” 


“If Sonyin Griffen’s lawyers looked at the books and saw 
where you’d skimmed,” said Bill to the gun pointing at his 
face. “You’d have the FBI and a powerful Japanese family 
after your head. You killed Sylvie Black to cover your own 
ass, Moore, not to help James Griffen.” 

“Sit over there and shut up,” snapped Moore, waving the 
muzzle of the gun in Bill’s face. “No, a few feet further. 
Staging is everything, as I’m sure Mr. Russell could tell you.” 

Bill judged the time it would take to knock the gun from 
Moore’s hand. He figured it would be too long. His head 
would be blown off by then. 

“Did you kill Angie too, Tom?” Russell asked. 

“Stupid little bitch thought I’d pay her off,” said Moore. 
“Move!” he snapped at Bill, and waved the revolver again. 

Bill moved, slowly, in the direction Moore had indicated. 
“You're a lawyer, Moore. You know how it works. You might 
still be able to work out some kind of a deal. Psychological 
duress or something, right? But if you kill a cop—” 

“Becket’s going to kill a cop,” said Moore. “Move.” 

“I called my partner and told her everything on the way 
here,” lied Bill. “We know what you did.” 

“Who do you think you’re talking to?” asked Moore, his 
voice high-pitched. “There’s no case against me 
whatsoever.” 

“They'll check the accounts and find...” 


“Nothing,” sneered Moore. “I’m not an idiot. They'll find 
nothing. I’ve made sure of it.” He waved the gun. “Move, 
Detective.” 


Bill could hear his own heart beating hard. He thought, 
sadly, of his mother, of Christopher. 


And then a shot exploded and instead of darkness, he saw 
the muzzle of Moore’s gun sway away from his face. His 
hand whipped up and smacked the gun as his other hand 
went to his holster. Moore’s gun clattered across the 
textured concrete and fell in the pool. Bill dove on top of 
him before Moore could recover, then kept his weight on the 
man until he had his hands safely behind him. 


Blood smeared the ground around them. Moore seemed to 
be bleeding profusely. 


“Oh, my God!” cried a voice. “Derek, did you kill him?” 
Leslie Parker came running across the patio. Derek Stuart 
came out from behind the same fence. He was carrying a 
rifle and had that pasty face that comes from having shot a 
human being. 


Bill found his disposable plastic tie handcuffs in his back 
pocket and slid them tightly around Moore’s captured wrists. 
“He'll live, but somebody better call a medic.” 


“| will,” said DePaul, bringing a cell phone from his pocket. 


Stuart set his rifle down on the concrete, then squatted 
there, face in his hands. 


Bill clambered to his feet, grabbed DePaul’s arm and pried 
the phone from his fingers. “You are under arrest,” he said. 


“Why?” DePaul stared in outrage at Bill’s hand on his arm. 
“I want to talk to my agent,” he said. 


“Jeremy!” cried Leslie, pulling the rag from his friend’s 
mouth. 


“Leslie, where the hell did you come from?” said Reilly. 


“| tried to call your cell and when you didn’t answer, | 
knew something was wrong,” said Leslie. “Derek wanted to 
interview Becket , but the cop down there wouldn’t let us 
come up, so we snuck down through Rod Stewart’s back 
yard. Oh, my God, Jeremy, I’ve heard he has tigers running 
loose on his property. | was terrified.” 


Two uniformed policemen appeared at the back of the 
house, called in the shooting and seconds later they could 
hear sirens echoing off the hillside. Bill handed DePaul off, 
and went to help Reilly untie Russell. 
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Later, sitting in his car as the patrolmen took statements, 
Bill thought of Christopher again. He’d pulled his phone out 
and had almost dialed three before he stopped, staring at 
its face, then put it back into his pocket. 


He called Kate instead. “We've just caught our murderer,” 
he told her. 


“What? Bill, | told you to wait. What’s happened?” 


“Lieutenant Turner?” One of the beat cops seemed to want 
Bill to stand. “I have to go now,” said Bill. He handed his gun 
and his cell phone to the officer. “It’s my partner,” he told 
him. 

The man filled Kate in on the details while the EMT quickly 
checked Bill for injury and then dismissed him. They loaded 
Moore into the bus, DePaul into the back of a cruiser, and 
they could hear the sirens screaming against the canyon 
walls for many minutes afterward. 


Russell and Reilly gave statements in the kitchen. Leslie 
sat on a deck chair, sobbing and telling his tale to another 
officer there. 

Bill found Derek Stuart in the bathroom. Throwing up. He 
rinsed a washcloth in the sink and handed it to the reporter. 


“Thank you.” 


“No. Thank you. How’d you know?” 

Stuart applied the wet washcloth to the back of his neck. 
“I didn’t. I'd brought the rifle to protect us from Rod 
Stewart’s rumored Siberian tigers. What will happen now?” 

“There'll be an inquiry. Don’t worry.” 

Stuart nodded. 

By the time Kate arrived at the scene, Bill was standing 
next to his car, smoking and frowning impatiently at his 
watch. 
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Kate waited until they’d been debriefed by Smith and 
were heading back to their desks before she grabbed Bill by 
a shoulder pad and propelled him, forcibly, into an interview 
room. 

“We need to talk,” she said, closing the door. 

Bill did the deer in the headlights thing. 

“How much of this investigation were you conducting on 
your own, partner?” asked Kate. 

“Well, 1...” 

“You apply for a transfer without telling me, have 
clandestine meetings with some secret informant, go off on 
wild hares without even a ‘heads up’,” She looked Bill up 
and down and seemed to see his apparel for the first time. 
“And some time in the past hour, apparently attended a 
semi- formal occasion...” 

“I was only looking over a fence...” 

“I’m your partner, Bill.” 

Bill nodded. 

“You could have been killed you...you...” Kate breathed 
through her nostrils fiercely. “It’s a matter of respect. You 
don’t trust me.” 


Bill had absolutely no defense and he knew it. He followed 
Kate meekly out of the interview room and back to their 
desks. 
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“That’s the third time Frank’s called,” said Bill quietly. “Go 
home.” 


Kate eyed the stack of forms they still had to fill out. “Not 
sure | can count on you, Bill.” 


Damn it. “| know. I'll work on it. Go home and deal with 
the dragon lady.” 


Kate pulled her handbag from the drawer. “Thanks, Bill.” 
“No problem.” 


He was glad to have paperwork, actually, and managed to 
make it last until after eleven p.m. Then the printer ran out 
of paper and he gave up. He drove home the long way and 
filled his gas tank, drove through the car wash, even. 
Actually found a line there of cars filled with necking kids. 

Then he sat in his own living room smoking, halfway 
through the pack before he finally stood and walked into his 
kitchen, pulled out the step stool, climbed up and went to 
the back of a cabinet with unerring aim. He drew out the 
bottle and held it for a moment. 

Then he climbed down, found a glass, filled it with ice and 
set both on the counter. 

Then he stood there and stared at it. 

After another ten minutes, he went to his wall phone and 
dialed a number. 

“It’s Bill,” he said. “You can hang up if you want to.” 

A pause as he listened. “Yeah, | know, but it’s one a.m. 
and after the last time...” 

He bowed his head, eyes closed. “Thanks. There’s a bottle 
of vodka on the counter.” Another pause. “I don’t know. 


Maybe it walked in here.” 


“No. Nothing happened. Why does there have to be a 
trigger? It’s not that. It’s not...no...” He clenched his teeth, 
but he kept the phone pressed to his ear. 


After a very long time he said. “No, I’m okay now.” He 
hung up. Then he reached across to the bottle, opened it 
and poured it to the brim of the highball glass. The first 
swallow made him shudder all over. The second barely 
touched him. Taking the glass and the bottle with him, he 
walked into his bedroom and sat down on the floor in the 
dark. 


His phone cell began ringing halfway through the bottle. 
He spun it around so he could see the caller’s name and 
hesitated before he picked it up. 


“Lo,” he said, voice hoarse. 


“Bill? Jesus Christ, I’ve been going crazy. Curtis told me 
you left the reception and | thought you'd just...you know, 
had it. And then, | saw it on the news, and they said there 
was an injury, but they didn’t say who, and then | thought 
you would come over here, or at least call and you didn’t so 
| started to wonder...” 


“Got too late. Decided to call it a night,” said Bill. His ice 
had melted, so he struggled to a standing position, weaving 
Slightly, and wobbled with practiced steps back into the 
kitchen. 

“I’ve been worried sick, Bill. Can | come over there? I’m...| 
can’t seem to calm down.” 

Bill cracked the ice cubes into the glass. Some tumbled 
onto the counter but he left them there. It was only water, 
right? 

“You'll be fine,” he said. Now where the hell had he left 
that bottle? He wandered back into the bedroom, looking for 
the bottle of vodka. 


“Are you feeling okay, Bill? You sound strange.” 

“Connection,” said Bill, picking up the bottle. It was almost 
empty. “I’ve got to go, Chris,” he said. 

“Go? Where?” 

“Mmmm.” Bill drank from his glass. 

“Bill? Are you drinking?” 

Now there was a question Bill had learned not to answer. 

“I’m coming over there.” 


“No,” said Bill. He waited for the protest, but there was 
none. He frowned at the phone. The connection had fallen 
off. He dropped the phone onto the floor then and went 
searching for his car keys, glass in one hand and bottle in 
the other. 

He was sitting in a chair, having a smoke, keys in hand 
and jacket on, ready to go to the 7-Eleven, when the knock 
came on the door. 

“What?” He opened it with the chain still on and managed 
to face Christopher’s panicked expression without actually 
looking at him. 

“Let me in, Bill.” 


After a minute Bill decided there was no reason not to do 
aS was requested, so he flipped the chain and walked away, 
letting Christopher enter and close the door behind himself. 


“You're drunk.” 


“You're pretty smart, Chris,” said Bill, throwing himself into 
a chair. “Figures you’re a teacher.” 


“Why?” 

“Why what?” 

“Why did you decide to drink?” 
“Why the fuck not?” 


Chris went over and crouched down in front of the chair. 
His hand was on Bill’s knee and those sea-colored eyes 


gazed at Bill, trying to see inside his head. This was so 
completely unacceptable that Bill had to close his eyes and 
turn his face away. 

“Bill?” 

“Fuck off,” said Bill. 

Christopher stood, hands on hips. “Tell me, Bill.” 

“You—” spat Bill. “I—” He ground his teeth and, all in one 
fast effort, heaved himself out of the chair and toward the 
kitchen again. His refrigerator disgorged ice trays and he 
brought a new glass down from the cupboard but, much to 
Christopher’s evident relief, he poured only soda into the 
glass. 

“You going to offer me one of those?” asked Christopher. 

Bill held out a can of soda and Christopher took it from 
him. He popped the tab, still studying Bill’s face. 

“Stop that,” said Bill. 

“Stop what?” asked Christopher, startled. 

“You. How did you? And then | was... Okay.” Bill set his 
glass down hard, turning his shoulder to Christopher so he 
was more talking to his sink than to the man in the kitchen. 
“I’m only going to say this once and that’s it.” 

Christopher blinked. 

“| love you,” said Bill. He exhaled shakily. “Now. Let’s get 
on with our lives.” 

“What?” said Christopher. 

Bill spun around and thrust his finger almost in 
Christopher’s face, pointing. “Shut up, don’t say it. Don’t 
say anything.” 

Christopher was clearly without a clue as to what to do. 

“| need to get sober,” said Bill suddenly. “I can’t think.” 

“Obviously,” said Christopher. “Shall | put on some 
coffee?” 


“Coffee won’t make me sober.” 


“Really?” said Christopher. If Bill were sober, Christopher’s 
tone would have worried him. “What induces sobriety?” 


“Not drinking,” said Bill. “Sleep.” 
“It’s a little late for either.” 
“Sex?” suggested Bill hopefully. 


Christopher pried the glass from Bill’s hands and grimly 
began cleaning up, bringing out the coffeemaker and filters. 
“| don’t think so.” 


Chapter Thirty-two 


Bill dreamed of waterfalls and, when he woke, Christopher 
stood over his bed, his blond hair dark with damp, water 
dripping around his face, and a towel around his hips. 

The taste in Bill’s mouth and the ache in his head were 
like home to him. “‘Morning,” he said, and his voice 
reverberated painfully in his skull. 

“Do you black out or do you remember?” asked 
Christopher, toweling his hair. 

“| pretend to not remember,” said Bill. 

Christopher, who seemed to Bill to be perpetually cheerful 
under most circumstances, had not yet smiled at him. “Does 
that usually work for you?” 

“Not really.” 

“Huh.” And Christopher went back into the bathroom, 
closing the door. 


Bill was still lying as motionless as possible when 
Christopher reemerged dressed in jeans and a t-shirt. He sat 
down on a chair and began to put on socks and sneakers. 
He had an air of purposeful intent to him that Bill felt 
nervous about, so he made the effort to sit up and swing his 
legs over and onto the floor. 


Yuck. His blood sloshed painfully aft to stern, and he 
grimaced against it until the nausea passed. 


“Do | need to call a doctor?” asked Christopher. 
“No.” 
“Can you take a shower by yourself?” 


“Yes.” Bill did the count-to-twenty-and-then-stand ritual. 
Then he staggered across the floor and into the bathroom. 
He turned on the shower and sank into the far end of the 
tub, letting the water beat on him. 


Christopher, still grim-faced, followed him into the 
bathroom. “I'll put on coffee. When you get out of there 
we're going to talk.” 


Of course they were. Bill wondered if he opened his mouth 
and bent his head back, could he drown himself, like a 
turkey in a rainstorm? 
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The empty bottle of vodka that Bill had kicked across his 
bedroom floor sometime the previous evening was sitting in 
the middle of the kitchen counter next to his full coffee cup. 
Christopher had plucked a daisy from the front yard and 
stuck it into the bottle. Bill slid onto his chair and considered 
that Christopher could be a real bitch when he thought it 
necessary. 


Christopher buttered his toast. “Did you drink that full 
bottle last night?” 

“Yes,” said Bill, into his coffee cup. 

“What was the trigger?” 

Bill set down his cup hard enough that the ceramic rang 
against the tile counter. “Don’t play shrink with me. That’s 
not what you're here for.” 

It was not the right thing to say. He knew as soon as the 
words left his mouth. Christopher had set down his knife, 
and he looked like he might be about to stand up and walk 
out. 

“| see. What am | here for, Bill? | mean, besides the 
obvious.” 

Bill could answer flippantly or truthfully. If he chose 
flippantly, and gave the answer that he knew Christopher 


half-expected, the man would probably walk out. Maybe this 
time for good. But if Bill answered truthfully...? 

Bill opened his mouth to answer truthfully and found that 
the words were stupidly stuck in his throat. 

Christopher just sat there waiting for Bill to say the angry 
hurtful things that Bill always said when he was cornered. 

Bill took a breath, swallowed , opened his mouth and 
found again that he couldn’t speak. 

Christopher tsked and looked away. 

“| just need you to love me,” said Bill, and cursed to 
himself because his voice broke as he said it and made him 
sound even sappier than he had expected. 


Christopher looked stunned. Then he stood and came 
around so that he could wrap his arms around Bill. “I do,” he 
whispered. 

Bill could feel his heart beating hard. He pushed his aching 
forehead into Christopher’s cool neck and let himself be 
Okay. 


Chapter Thirty-three 


Somehow, amidst hoopla and lawyers and hysterical 
agents, Jeremy’s production had finished shooting and was 
into the mix. Nancy threw a little celebratory party at her 
house and invited Jeremy, because she had to. One didn’t 
snub the assistant director on one’s movie. No matter how 
badly one wanted to. 


“Jeremy! Congratulations!” Sara positively sparkled with 
youth and natural prettiness. She hugged Jeremy, smelling 
of something sweetly vanilla, and fluttered her fingers in 
front of his face. 


“Congratulations,” said Jeremy. The engagement ring 
sparkled almost as much as Sara did. 


“Robert picked it out himself,” she gushed. “He wanted it 
to be special.” 


“You're a beautiful couple,” said Jeremy. “Have you set a 
date?” 


“October,” said Sara. “After Robert's finished his 
community service.” 


‘Community service’ was what his agent had chosen to 
call Robert DePaul’s house arrest. The studio lawyers had 
negotiated the terms. In addition to the limits on his 
personal freedom, DePaul had a court mandated 
psychologist working closely with himself and his mother. 
Jeremy knew that Becket, personally, had not wanted to 
press charges at all, but it happened to be the only way 
they could guarantee that DePaul would finish the film. 


“Oh! Sweetheart!” Another very pretty girl squealed, and 
she and Sara crashed together like tinseled trains. 


“Another Hollywood fairy tale romance,” said Leslie’s voice 
and Jeremy turned. 


Leslie’s design sense had entered the current decade and 
he looked svelte and expensive in a gray tailored suit. He 
posed, chin up and eyes bright, holding a martini glass in 
one hand. His hair slicked back from his brow like a 
contemporary James Bond. 


“You didn’t bring your boyfriend?” Jeremy observed. 
“If Derek set foot in here they’d fall on him like wolves.” 


“They might do the same to you, just for associating with 
him.” 

“Au contraire, darling.” Leslie sipped from his martini 
glass. “All the world wants a piece of me these days. I’m 
headed to the NBC party after this. Special invite, you 
know.” 


“Nice.” 


“You do what you can with what you’re given,” said Leslie, 
lifting a well-tailored shoulder casually. “I won’t be young 
and beautiful forever, you know.” 


“| hear you,” said Jeremy, smiling. 


Leslie dropped the act for a second. “We're okay, though. 
Aren't we, Jeremy?” 


“Of course we are,” said Jeremy. “You saved my life, 
Leslie.” 


“That’s right.” Leslie smoothed one of his eyebrows with a 
precise finger. “I’m the man of the hour, darling.” He pursed 
his lips, dipped his chin and said, low. “I saw your Mr. Russell 
outside, all alone.” 

“He’s not my—never mind.” 

“You know | half expected him to fire me, but he’s just 
been fastidiously polite and professional all week.” Someone 
across the room hailed Leslie and he raised his head, 
smiling and waving. “Excuse me.” 


Jeremy set his drink down on the bar and impulsively went 
out to the back garden. 


Across the expanse of lawn, where the hillside seemed to 
suddenly end and drop into the Los Angeles Valley, Becket 
stood alone on a manmade platform meditating on the 
Starlit sky. 


In the house behind him, the live band began a dance 
tune. The beat of the drum echoing the beat of his heart, 
Jeremy made his way across the wet grass. When his boots 
hit wooden stair, Becket’s head turned. He saw who it was; 
turned away again. 

“Am | intruding?” said Jeremy. 

“On what?” said Becket. “I was just going in anyway.” 

“Oh,” said Jeremy. “I was hoping | could talk to you.” 

“Ah.” Becket bit his lip. “Yes, | suppose we need to talk.” 

This had been the man he’d worked with the past week 
and a half. Polite, distant, professional. Becket had not made 
one sarcastic remark, had not said one disparaging thing 
about Jeremy in his presence or, as far as Jeremy knew, 
behind his back. 

“I might have been wrong about him,” Leslie had 
admitted. “He’s being very noble.” 

“I’m sorry. About... things.” 

Becket put his hands in his pockets and just stood there, 
as if prepared to patiently listen. And Jeremy could feel the 
empty space between them. Utterly unbridgeable. “I hope. | 
hope we can still be friends.” 

“Of course we can be friends, Jeremy,” said Becket 
smoothly. “I’m hoping you'll help me finish this project. 
Maybe follow me to the next one.” 

Jeremy hadn’t even been thinking about the job. “Oh,” he 
said. “Thank you.” 


“You're a great assistant, Jeremy. One day, | believe you'll 
be a great director.” 


“Not so great a friend, though, huh?” 


Becket was still for a minute. “I’m not sure what you 
mean,” he said. 


Jeremy toed the teak boards beneath his feet. “I, um, 
don’t know about working on Secrets and Lies, though. 
Nothing personal, but...” 


“| won’t be working on that production either. I’ve told the 
studio I’m taking a sabbatical. I’m working on another 
book.” 


“Really? That’s great, Becket.” 


Becket looked down at the deck. “Somebody told me | had 
become James Griffen. I’m hoping he was mistaken.” 


“Becket, | shouldn’t have said that. | was jealous and 
angry and... and wrong.” 


“I think you were closer to the truth than you realized,” 
said Becket. He turned his head away. “I’m sorry.” 


“Sorry for what? I’m the one who—” 

“I almost got you killed,” Becket interrupted. “I’m 
Surprised you're even speaking to me.” 

“You think /’m mad at you?” 

“Mad? | hardly think that covers it.” 

Jeremy could have kicked himself. Of course Becket was 
cool and distant. That was Becket’s default defensive 
posture. He, of all people, should have seen through it. “I’m 
not mad at you. I’m just relieved that you’re safe.” 

“And not a murderer.” 

Jeremy bit his lip. “I’m sorry about that.” 

Becket bowed his head and they stood there in total 
silence for so long that Jeremy became very aware of his 
own heart beating, long strong heavy stokes inside his 


chest. Becket’s silhouette a dark shape against the stars, so 
that when he lifted a hand to run it across his head, it 
looked like he was touching the heavens. 


“You know what?” said Jeremy, softly, realizing his feelings 
even as he spoke. “When | first met you | wanted more than 
anything to impress you enough so I'd get to really work 
with you, to learn from you.” He went up the steps so that 
he stood across from Becket. “But now I’d rather be your 
friend, Becket. | mean, it would mean more to me. Fuck the 
job. Fuck the whole industry, quite honestly.” 


Becket turned his head and moonlight on his face showed 
the ghost of a smile. “Everyone feels that at the end of 
production, Jeremy. You'll get over it in time for the next 
picture.” 

“I’m not saying this right, then,” said Jeremy. “I just mean 
that there was a time when | would have done anything to 
work with you, but now I’d do anything. Anything. To.. to...” 
He stopped and looked up at Becket who—perhaps because 
it was dark and he thought his face was hidden, or perhaps 
the events of the past week had worn him as much as they 
had Jeremy—was watching Jeremy with a kind of 
vulnerability. 


Jeremy stepped up to him, took his face between his 
hands, and kissed him. 


Becket didn’t react. He didn’t pull away. He didn’t kiss him 
back. Jeremy stepped back and Becket just stood there 
looking at him. 

Jeremy felt like he was going to die. “Okay, that was rash,” 
he said. “But...but okay, | get that you might not want that, 
but...God, Becket. Let me at least care about you.” 

Becket turned his head away again. “Jeremy,” he said 
softly. 

“| mean, somebody needs to...| don’t know. Make sure you 
Sleep and eat and don’t fucking kill yourself to make some 


stupid movie. Somebody needs to know that you’re more 
important than that. Because you are. God, you’re amazing, 
Becket...” Jeremy could hear how sappy his voice sounded 
but he simply couldn’t stop. “Just. Just tell me at least you'll 
let me care...” 


“Jeremy...” and Becket’s voice was definitely messed up. 
Husky. He sort of turned toward Jeremy and his eyes were 
shining. 

Jeremy gave into that stupid impulse and kissed him 
again. This time Becket kissed him back. Wetly and sort of 
gasping and when Jeremy pulled back they both were 
having a pretty hard time keeping their faces in line. 


Well, and then he had to kiss him again. 


“Listen,” said Becket, holding Jeremy away, but not 
releasing him. Not at all. Actually, he was gripping Jeremy’s 
arms so tightly he was probably raising a bruise. “Listen, lIl 
never get the courage to say this again, so let me speak.” 


His gaze locked with Jeremy’s, the usually pale blue eyes 
dark. “I should never have dragged you into this. I... | knew 
what was happening with Griffen and DePaul and | should 
have manned up and done something about it but | was too 
afraid. | Suspected that Griffen knew something about 
Sylvie’s death and | should have called him on it, but | 
didn’t. I—Il’ve been a coward and my cowardice almost got 
you killed.” 


“Becket, hind-sight is twenty-twenty. It wasn’t your fault.” 


“Stop. No. I’m taking responsibility here and you have to 
shut up and let me do it.” 


Jeremy listened. 


“I shouldn’t have dragged you in, but | couldn’t stop 
myself. You. The way | feel with you—it’s the only real thing 
I’ve known for such a long time.” 


Jeremy couldn’t articulate anything. He nodded. 


“Do you forgive me?” asked Becket. 


Jeremy rested his forehead gently against Becket’s. “I love 
you, Becket.” 


“I know.” Softly. “But do you forgive me?” 


“Always,” said Jeremy. And then they were seriously 
necking out there where the whole world could see, and it 
occurred to Jeremy that they were standing out on, 
essentially, a platform that could be seen for miles and he 
started to laugh. 


“What?” Becket’s face was messed up. Eyes scared and 
shiny and sort of embarrassed. 


“Let’s go inside.” Jeremy took his hand and led him down 
the path. “Wait. Wait,” he said when they got to a door. He 
held Becket’s face in his hands and cleaned off the traces of 
tears with a handkerchief. Fixed his hair a little. Ran a hand 
softly down the front of his shirt. “Now, you're perfect 
again,” said Jeremy. 

“Thank you,” said Becket. 

“Anytime, boss.” 


They entered through an apparently obscure side door but 
sure enough, the first person they saw was Nancy. She 
walked right up to them, looking Becket and Jeremy up and 
down with that discerning gaze, little smile firmly fixed on 
her face. 

“Becket, sweetheart, | was just talking to Goldstone.” 

Becket’s face acquired a smooth, polite patina. Jeremy 
realized, with a happy little twinge, that Becket never used 
that face with him. Why hadn’t he noticed that before? 
“Were you?” he said to Nancy. 

“I was telling him what a valiant effort you made for us.” 

“That was very kind of you.” 

“You really are priceless, darling.” 


“Maybe | should ask for a raise?” said Becket lightly. 


Nancy laughed. A pretty little laugh. Her eyes went to 
Jeremy, scanned him. “You and your boys. What would we 
do without you?” 


Becket laid his arm across Jeremy’s shoulder. He looked 
into Jeremy’s eyes and said, “I wonder the same thing.” 


Nancy’s laugh sounded a little less pretty, but Jeremy 
wasn’t really listening. He was loving the way Becket was 
looking at him. 

“Are you ready to call it a night?” asked Becket softly, his 
eyes on Jeremy’s lips. 

Jeremy smiled. 


Chapter Thirty-four 


The chief was there with his wife. Bill spied a young 
uniformed officer, a bright black woman whom Kate seemed 
to have been mentoring of late. Most of the other guests 
looked like lawyers and, given the occupation of the groom, 
Bill assumed that they were lawyers. 


He’d gone to a corner to have a cigarette and watch 
Christopher, across the lawn and engaged in conversation 
with an elderly gentleman. 


“Thanks for coming, partner.” Bill turned. Sitting on a 
folding chair, the copious foaming lace and satin gathered 
around her so that she was practically hidden by leaning 
palms, Kate sat with a half-empty champagne flute and a 
half-full bottle of the same clutched in one hand. 


Bill lit his cigarette and regarded her, amused. 

“What a week,” said Kate. 

“Yes.” 

“| didn’t see who came with you.’ 
she?” 

Bill frowned and flicked ash into the grass. “He’s talking to 
that elderly gentleman over there.” 


Kate’s gaze traveled across the lawn. “The blond man 
talking to my father? Oh.” 


With the psychic sense that most people have when they 
are being watched across an open field, Christopher’s eyes 
roved over to Bill. That big smile opened on his face and he 
waved. 


“It was nice of you to bring a friend,” said Kate. “He 
another cop?” 


r 


said Kate. “Where is 


“No. He’s a school teacher.” Bill rolled his cigarette in his 
fingers, studying the glowing tip. 

Kate was silent, looking across the lawn. As they watched, 
Christopher took leave of Kate’s father and came toward 
them. 

Bill felt his entire intestinal track bunch up. 

“Ohho! Look who is hiding in the bushes,” said 
Christopher, merry with a little alcohol, his walk graceful, his 
cheeks pink. “What a beautiful wedding,” he gushed to 
Kate. “Thank you for inviting me.” 

“You're welcome,” said Kate. 

Bill looked at her. Her eyes held a big fat question mark. 
Bill looked at Christopher. 

“Kate,” said Bill. “This is my friend, Christopher.” And, 
deliberately, every muscle in his arm fighting him, Bill 
reached over and took Christopher’s hand in his own. 

Christopher noticeably stiffened, aquamarine eyes going 
wide. 

Kate’s enhanced eyelashes lowered, eyes narrowing, and 
her carefully plucked brows raised. 

“Hello, Christopher,” she said. 
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